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In Luce Tua
Comment on the Significant News by the Editors
The President-Elect
~~GRANT

ALSO HEALTH and prosperity to all that
are in authority, especially to the President and
Congress of the Unit(!d States, the Governor and Legislature of this commonwealth, and to all our Judges
and Magistrates, and endue them with grace to rule
after Thy good pleasure, to the m aintenance of righteousness and to the hindrance and punishment of wickedness, that we may lead a quiet and peaceable life in
all godliness and honesty."
At the moment these lines are being written, Senator
Kennedy holds a scant 130,000 majority over VicePresident Nixon in the balloting for President, but the
distribution of votes in the Electoral College makes it
obvious that Mr. Kennedy has been elected thirty-fifth
President of the United States. If we know the majority
of our readers, this is not the outcome they had hoped
for. Judging by some of the letters we have received,
it is even probable that some of our readers have real
fears for the welfare of the Republic under a president
who is both a Democrat and a Roman Catholic.
Our own feeling is that we have elected an able man
who, in the right circumstances, could become a great
president.
Mr. Kennedy has apparently boundless
energy, a sharp and disciplined intelligence, a capacity
for commanding the loyalty of able associates, a certain sensitivity to human need, tremendous courage,
and real political genius. He lacks the charismatic
qualities which have made Dwight Eisenhower a
uniquely beloved president and he suffers under the
handicap of a certain impulsiveness which he will have
to learn to curb. Politically, he suffers from the narrowness of his margin of victory over Mr. Nixon.
For Christian citizens, the post-mortems of this morning after the election are purely academic. Under the
rules to which we have committed ourselves in our
system of government; Mr. Kennedy will, on January
DECEMBER,
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20, become President of the United States, and for
four years from that date it will be our privilege and
duty to make supplications, prayers, intercessions, and
giving of thanks for him. He will represent the
"power," ordained by God, whom to resist is to invite
damnation.
The Lutheran Church has been accused of being
the Republican party at prayer. If this is true - and
it may very well be - there is all the more reason why
our congregations should remember our new president
in their prayers, for the partisan Christian is bound
both by the injunctions of Scripture and by the rules
of the political game as it is played in our country to
accept the decision of the majority - not grudgingly
or half-heartedly but freely and with good grace. The
problems that confront us as a nation, and the opportunities which challenge us, are far too great to be met
by a divided country. Under God, our future as a
nation rides with this young man from Massachusetts,
by the grace of God and our own free choice President
of the United States.

The Fixing of Responsibility
While we had no strong preference for either of the
presidential candidates, we think, in view of the congressional elections, that it was fortunate that Mr. Kennedy was elected. Despite Mr. Eisenhower's party affiliation, he has been widely regarded as a non-partisan
president and, as a result, he was able to get along
reasonably well with successive Congresses of a party
other than his own. No one has ever accused either
Mr. Kennedy or Mr. Nixon of being non-partisan and
it was obvious, therefore, that neither of them could
have hoped for much cooperation from a Congre~s
dominated by the opposition party.
We now have one party in control of both the executive and legislative branches of the Federal government.
We therefore have a right to expect that this party will
develop and carry through a program for which it will
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be willing to acc~pt the praise or the blame of the
country in the congressional elections of 1962 and the
presidential eltx:tion of 1964. There should be no
more excuses about legislative inaction or the .threat
of a presidential veto.
One decision which Mr. Kennedy will not be able
to postpone indefinitely is the decision on what to do
about certain influential congressional leaders in his
own party who, whatever the merits of their own views,
are in open and determined opposition to important
sections of the Democratic platform of 1960. We do
no t think that Mr. Kennedy is politically strong enough
to purge these men, even if it should seem desirable to
do so. But one way or another, he will have to work
around them if he does not want to be a dead duck in
1964. Perhaps it was recognition of this problem which,
among other things, decided Mr. Kennedy on Senator
Johnson · as his running-mate, for Johnson is a master
legislative strategist, however limited he may be in
other respects.

Prestige
Our nomination for the most irrelevant issue in the
recent campaign, next to the religious issue, is the question of our national prestige. In the first place, we
don 't think that the thing can be_defined, and in the
second place we don't think it has any great bearing
upon national policy.
It is probably necessary that we have, as a na tion,
some decent regard for the opinions of mankind, but
we can not, in the final analysis, allow these opinions
to determine our course of action. It is the welfare of
mankind, rather than its opinions! that should finally
govern our behavior in the family of nations. In a
world of human beings whose inclination is always to
put off difficult decisions and unpleasant courses of action as long as possible, real leadership demands a certain deafness both to praise and to censure and a willingness to leave judgment to God andjor history.
So far as the question of prestige itself is concerned,
there can be no reasonable doubt that we are less popular as a nation, and probably less respected, than we
were ten or twenty or thirty years ago. So far as popularity is concerned, there is something contemptible
about tlie man who puts an applause meter where his
conscience is supposed to be. And so far as respect is
concerned, that is something which one wins by following the hard road of duty. This being the case,
no useful purpose is served by haggling over the questiofl. of our prestige. The important question is whether
our policies as a nation are calculated, in the long run,
to lay the foundations of world peace with justice.
If they are, the only further obligation we owe to
mankind is to explain what we are doing, and why we
are doing it, as clearly and persuasively as we can. This
also is a function of leadership. And this, ,perhaps, we
have not in the past done as well as we might have done

it. President Eisenhower has tried to do it, but he lacks
eloquence. Mr. Stevenson might have done it, but his
role for the past eight years has been that of a leader
of the opposition. We have needed a Churchill or a
Wilson, qut such giants are not produced upon demand.
Whether Mr. Kennedy has it in him to give voice to
mankind's longings for peace and freedom we do not
yet know. But we hope that he will, as soon as possible,
make it clear that our national policy has as its purpose
the fulfillment of these longings, and not the winning
of first prize in some international popularity contest.

Needed: An Asia Policy
There may be sound political reasons for arguing
about such symbols as Quemoy and Matsu during a
presidential campaign, but now that we have a president-elect we hope that he will waste no time worrying
about such trifles when much more important parts of
Asia demand our immediate attention.
There is, for instance, the question of the admission
of the Chinese People's Republic to the United Nations.
We had the votes last time the issue came before the
U.N. to keep the C.P.R. out - but only because a large
number of uncommitted nations that wanted to vote Yes
refrained from voting out of deference to our sensibilities on the subject. As one newspaper put it, we won
the vote and lost friends on that occasion. The time
may not be too far off when we shall also lose the vote.
There is the question of our recognizing the government of the Mongolian People's Republic, a small state
wedged in between the Soviet Union and the C.P.R.
One of our country's most respected geographers, Dr.
George B. Cressey - incidentally, a man of impeccably
conservative views - has strongly urged that we take
advantage of the opportunity which recognition would
give us to establish in its capital, Ulan Bator, a post
which "would provide excellent listening for developments in China and a vantage point for watching SinoSoviet rivalries."
There is the urgent question of our relations with
Indonesia. Qualified students of the area give the present regime, headed by President Sukarno, no more than
three ye.ars. At least three groups - the Communists,
the army, and a small group of Western-oriented liberals
- stand ready to move in at the first sign of d. chance
to bring the government down. There is no reason to
believe that we are any more prepared to meet the crisis
which would follow Sukarno's death or downfall than
we were prepared for the overthrow of Batista in Cuba.
But an actively hostile Indonesia would be as inimical
to our interests as is a Fidelist Cuba.
And, finally, there is the all-important question of our
relations with Japan. We have a propensity for writing off every .demonstration of dislike for us as "Communist-inspired," arid there is usually just enough truth
in that explanation to make it seem plausible. But not
every Japanese who resents American interests and
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control in his country is a Communist; many of them
are simply old-fashioned nationalistic patriots who do
not want their country beholden to any other country.
May it not be time for us to re-examine some of the
treaties which now define our relations to Japan, treaties
which many Japanese resent as infringements on their
sovereignty?
As for Quemoy and Matsu, maybe we can discuss them
again in 1964.

A Dese,} ved Rebuke
If anything could have made anti-Catholicism a determining factor in the election, it was the ill-advised
attempt on the part of the Puerto Rican Roman Catholic hierarchy to coerce their members into voting against
the party headed by Governor Luis Munoz Marin. We
were appalled when news of the bishops' letter came to
our attention, not because we saw it as confirmation of
fears that had been expressed concerning the danger of
hierarchical interference in public affairs but because
it seemed to us a deliberate invitation to the kind of
repudiation which the bishops eventually suffered at
the hands of their fellow churchmen in the actual election results. It seems irresponsible to us for churchmen
to put the Church on the spot in such a way.

One of the unintended benefits that derived from
this ill-advised action, though, was the opportunity
which it gave to high-ranking churchmen in the United
States to express public disagreement with such an attempt to coerce American voters. One of those who
did so was Senator Kennedy's own spiritual superior,
Archbishop Cushing of Boston. - Another who did so
was New York's Cardinal Spellman. As a result, it now
seems dear that 1) there is disagreement at the highest
level of the hierarchy on the question of whether the
Church has the right to bind consciences on political
questions and 2) the danger that American Roman
Catholics would give in to such ecclesiastical pressures
is not one which need seriously concern us.
Complete frankness compels us to admit, though, that
the episode leaves us with two disturbing thoughts: 1)
the attempt was made, and 2) the action of the bishops
was upheld by the Vatican. The election is over now
and we nay hope that the bigots who hoped to make
political capital of anti-Catholicism have gone back to
whatever it is that occupies their attention between
elections. There remain those of us who feel that the
conflict between the official theology of the Roman
Catholic Church and the presuppositions of American
democracy needs to be frankly faced and, if possible,
resolved. We hope that the matter can be discussed
by responsible Protestants and Roman Catholics as
among friends and brethren and that out of such dis·
cussions may come solid reassurance for those who are
honestly concerned and a conclusive answer to the bigots.
DECDIBER,

1960

Not .So Joyeux Noel
Those of our readers who are suffering their annuJ.l
attack of hives, crying jags, dishonesty, sexual deviation, or common orneriness will be happy to know that
a team of four Utah physicians and psychiatric social
workers have been looking into the problem and have
come up with a diagnosis. What you are suffering from
is "Christmas reactions," and the complaint is much
more common than you might suppose.
According to the team's report in last December's issue of American Practitione1· and Digest of Treatment
(the perfect Christmas gift, incidentally, for the man
who has everything), Christmas reactions set in when
people who are already unhappy, and know it, come
up against the ritual requiring everybody to be happy
at Christmas time. The commonest of all Christmas
symptoms, according to the doctors, is reactive depression - the sort of thing, apparently, that the late Ebenezer Scrooge suffered from before his encounter with
the spooks. In normal folk, this reactive depression
produces nothing worse than the Parental Yuletide
Syndrome, a tendency toward snappishness in the company of small children. In disturbed persons it is nothing to laugh at, leading as it often does to suicide.
We quote the New York Times: "The doctors wrote
that those cases can be relieved remarkably by simply
clarifying the underlying problems and explaining that
depression-'not being joyous'-during the season is more
common than the Christmas rules allow." Elsewhere
they cite the case of the man whose "Christmas reactions" took the form of exhibitionistic-voyeuristic impulses. He solved his problem by spending the holidays
in a nudist camp.
Compassed about as we are by so great a cloud o[
preachers, we can hardly resist the temptation to do a
bit of moralizing at this point. But it is the function
of journalists to anticipate news, not to sermonize upon
it. And so we expect to see any day now a new application of clinical research to the world of commerce:
Christmas cards, perhaps, done in dignified Black Letter
and bearing the message: Rejoice Not; pep pills containing a secret anti-Christmas Reaction ingredient;
yew plants for just that touch of holiday gloom; matching wardrobes for Yuletide transvestites.
"Bliss is it in this clay to be alive .

The Theology of Hymns
The Christian Herald recently published the results
of a poll in which thirty thousand of its readers had
voted for their favorite hymns. Topping the poll was,
to nobody's surprise, "The Old Rugged Cross," followed
in order by "What a Friend We Have in Jesus," "In
the Garden," "How Great Thou Art," "Sweet Hour of
Prayer," "Abide With Me," "Rock of Ages," "Nearer,
My God to Thee," "Amazing Grace," "Jesus, Love-r of
My Soul," "Beyond the Sunset," and "Blessed Assurance."
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We think it can be ·taken by consent that the working
theology of the Church at any given time is not to be
found in its confessional writings (which hardly anyone
ever bothers to read), or in the writings of its professional theologians (who are usually distrusted by most
of their brethren), but in the hymns which its people
sing at work and at worship. The Top Twelve Tunes
on the religious Hit Parade should, therefore, tell us
something about the working theology of mid-Twentieth Century American Protestantism.
This theology is, it would seem, highly subjective.
God is addressed in entreaty for favors hoped for, or in
gratitude for favors received, but in no case is there
any indication that He is worthy to be had in reverence
by all the children of men simply because He is. The emphasis throughout is upon "God and Me" - an emphasis which can easily become heretical if it shifts the
object of worship from God and His mighty works to
the self and its fears or hopes or gratifications.
This theology is also notably emotional. One looks
in vain for any clear confessional statement of Christian doctrine. One hymn at least ("Beyond the Sunset") comes very close to denying essential Christian
truth. Another ("In the Garden") skirts the line be··
·tween the romantic and the erotic. Several of the
others bear distinct traces of the neurotic. All in all,
one gets the impression from these hymns that God is
not so much the Father Almighty as the great Universal Mama to whom one can flee when reality gets to be
more than one can take.
And this theology is altogether lacking in ethical content. Not a single one of these hymns confesses any
involvement in the fears or hopes o.r aims of any fellowtraveler between life and death. One would get no
inkling from any of these hymns that it is an integral
part of the Christian mission to feed the hungry, give
drink to the thirsty, clothe the naked, visit the sick, and
plead the cause of the poor and needy. Judged by these
hymns, God's grace is amazing because it "saved a
wretch like me"; the Old Rugged Cross is a passport
to "my home far away"; the "blessed assurance" is that
"Jesus is mine" (vide St. Paul: "He is our peace"); and
the Rock of Ages was "cleft for me" (again vide St.
Paul: "But also for the sins of the whole world").
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It may well be that these hymns can serve as wellsprings of personal piety, although in some of them
even this level of piety is pretty shallow. But they arc
more eloquent in what they leave unsaid than in what
they say, and a Church that says no more than these
hymns say is irrelevant and anachronistic in our day.

A Moving Experience
For seven lean years, our editorial and business offices were located in a building which had been condemned ciTca 1935. The office of the managing editor
was on the second floor of a section which was freestanding, set off from the rest of the building by cracks
extending from cornice to base on the north and east
sides of the building. On quiet afternoons, one could
hear the trickle of dust falling gently upon the typing
table from the moldering bricks.
A magazine edited under such circumstances could
not but carry a deep eschatological undertone. "The
end cometh" was written large and clear in the everyday circumstances of its editors' thought and writing.
"This, too, shall pass" could have been a building inspector's report on the condition of the CRESSET office.
And now the seven lean years are over and the seven
fat years have begun. Our new offices look like something out of Better Homes and GaTdens, adapted to
institutional use. The furniture matches, the radiator
works, the view is out through an airtight window
across a pleasant mall. Every day a man stops by and
brings some new furnishing or piece of equipment,
still robed in its virginal wrappings. There is as yet
no Bigelow on the floor, but we wouldn't be surprised
if it came in the morning delivery.
We mention th ese dramatic changes in our fortunes
because we hold a modified view of environmental
determinism and we suspect that these changes will be
reflected one way or another in our writing. It may be
that, living high on the hog, we shall be assimilated
to the fat-cats and start making Goldwater noises. It
may also be that, recognizing the temptation that besets us in such plush surroundings, we shall overcompensate and indiscriminately take the part of the common man. Caveat lector, therefore - for a few months,
at least, until we have a chance to get used to our new
surroundings.

TilE CRESSET

AD LI B.
Watch Those Toys!
--------------8 Y

ALFRED

THE TOY SEASON is upon us, and the toys are better (or worse, depending on your point of view)
than ever before. You can get toys that fly, shoot, go
into orbit; toys of all kinds that faithfully reproduce
in miniature most of the mechanical equipment of the
adult world. It seems very unlikely that there could
be anything a child thinks he wants that isn't available
at a price.
A word to the fathers, particularly, is in order at
this time. For one thing, don't get too excited about
some of the toys you think you would have wanted
when ycu were a boy. Your idea of a good toy and
your son's may be two different things. But most important, beware of assemble-it-yourself kits until you
have counted the pieces and read the instructions.
A number of problems arise on these make-it-yourself
toys. If you have more than one child and more than
one kit, whose are you going to assemble first? You
will probably have time to assemble only one on Christ- '
mas Day anyway and all you can hope for is the smile
of one child and the tears of the other one.
Take a close look at the instructions which accompany
the make-it-yourself toys. From my experience I would
say that most of them are written by a graduate engineer for other graduate engineers. You will run into
sentences that say "put the placker on the rambovit
before attaching the strimble," or words to that effect.
If, for example, this is an instruction for a model plane.
you will find on the cut-away drawing which you will
immediately consult that the wing hides not only the
placker and the rambovit, but also the strimble.
When you open the cellophane envelope which contains the smaller pieces, be careful that you don't lose a
single nut, bolt, or screw, all of which are non-standard,
or you will be starting your project in vain. Small children who want to help daddy assemble the toy are the
primary reason for lost pieces, and so your best chance
of doing a good. job will depend on finding a location,
such as a closet or in back of the furnace, where you
can't be found. It is advisable to take with you a first
aid kit for the cuts you will get from the sharp plastic
edges. Other essential equipment includes a full set of
carpenter's tools, your wife's tweezers to hold the smaller
pieces, and a bottle of good glue to hold together those
pieces which don't seem to fit too well.
Another reason for looking at the instructions before
buying, besides determining whether the project is at all
DECEMBER,
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feasible, is to note whether the instructions are written
in English. A friend whose son received a make-it-yourself kit made in West Germany found, when the box
was open, that the instructions were written entirely
in German. While the father had once studied German,
he was not adept at the language and had even needed
a "pony" to get through Immensee. Consequently, he
spent most of Christmas Day trying to find a translator,
and when he did, the translation was rather crude since
many of the terms were technical.
But even if the instructions are translated, this is no
guarantee they will be clear. This is particularly true
of assembly kits made in Japan, where, it would seem,
first-year English students are employed to do the translating.
But even if you are successful in assembling the toy,
you finally come to the last item on the instructions,
Step 242, which says, "Now insert the batteries in XR
being careful not to bend WZZ." What batteries? You
can be sure they will not be with the set, so now you
are faced with the task of hunting up batteries on Christmas Day. While the child howls because he cannot
play with his toy, you trudge around in the slush and
cold looking for a store that is both open and sells
batteries. No mean achievement this.
Finally, never expect the toy to perform to the maximum the manufacturer promises. The performance
advertised on the box, claiming a certain power distance or height, is based on a theoretical calculation
worked out by the same engineer who wrote the instructions.
Last year was a banner year for rockets powered by
water under pressure. The cover on the set our boys
received stated that the rocket could get "up to 300 feet,"
at which point it would release a toy soldier in a parachute. On their first attempt, the boys got the rocket
up to twenty-five feet and the parachute came down like
a stone. I was called in to force more air into the water
and, as a result, we got the rocket up forty feet.
Well, to make this story short, before long, at the request of a couple of disappointed boys, I was shooting
the rocket from a perch atop the rain shield over our
chimney which added some twenty feet to the flight.
Standing there on the chimney in a stiff breeze, I became a dismal but clear warning to all fathers to beware of Christmas toys.
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The Theatre

Marginal Notes of a Troubled Traveler - Ill
BY WALTER SoRELL

Drama Editor

Paris
W

HEREVER PEOPLE interested in the theater
gather, you may be sure that, after a few minutes,
the discussion will center on Bert Brecht whose plays
and, even more so, whose theories on the "epic theatre"
have become the subject of many interpretations. He
probably is to the theatre of our time what Franz Kafka
has been to the novel, an iconoclast and an innovator.
It is regrettable that he is discussed rather than played
in America. The reasons for it are manifold. Lack
of proper translations doing full justice to his difficult
style, an almost cult-like deference in the approach to
his work on the one hand and blind rejection on the
other, but also clashing differences in opinion on how
he ought to be performed, have made most producers
shy away from putting on his plays.
The only memorable productions of Brecht's work
in America were Charles Laughton's valiant attempt
at his "Galileo" in 1946 and the appalling flop of "The
Threepenny Opera" put on by the Theatre Guild in
the early Thirties, at a time when it had been a great
success all over Europe. Revised five years ago in the
Marc Blitzstein version at the Theatre de Lys, it has
become the longest Off-Broadway success in history.
What made the American audience change its mind?
Was it the war, our close contact with Europeans, or a
new cultural awareness?
It is questionable whether the same reaction would
have greeted a less watered-down version of Brecht's
intentions, and it is certain that Brecht's heirs, the
Berliner Ensemble, would not approve of the Blitzstein
version staged by Carmen Capalbo. Another point
in case is the feud between two producing companies,
both of which wanted to bring "Mother Courage," probably his most significant play, to Broadway this past
season. On this case of Eric Bentley versus Brecht's
son some light was shed by Helen Weigel, the playwright's widow and head of the Berliner Ensemble,
when I spoke to her and some members of the company.
"We'd rather have no production of Brecht's work
than one that does not fully live up to his concepts,"
was her cryptic little statement.
The Berliner Ensemble was again invited to participate in the International Theatre Festivals in Paris.
Nineteen nations were represented by twenty-eight different troupes, the United States with the liturgic "Play
of Daniel" by the New York Pro Musica. The Syndicate of Municipal Critics voted Berliner Ensemble's
staging of Brecht's "Arturo Ui," a satire on the rise and
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fall of Hitler, the best dramatic production, and the
International Circle of Young Critics gave first honors
to the Berliner Ensemble and its work as a whole.
What is it that makes this troupe outstanding as
it seems to so many critical eyes in spite of its obvious
orientation to the left with which certainly not all observers sympathize? Although its repertory may be an
instrument of communistic propaganda, the propagandistic element never penetrates the surface, or let me
say, it is covered by the artistic skill which is, more
often than not, overwhelming in its imaginative staging
and realistic precision and in the accumulative effect
of its slowly growing dramatic intensity. Elisabeth
Hauptmann, one of the nineteen artistic consultants of
the company, remarked at this point in our conversation that Bert Brecht himself had laid down the laws
when he said that "there must be full freedom of the
arts with one exception. This is the glorification of
war, or the attempt to picture warfare between men as
inevitable."
Each of the Ensemble's plays is rehearsed three to
five months before it goes into production. Each mem·
ber of the company may be called upon to play a big
part today or a small one tomorrow. There is a noticeable urgency and harmony in everyone's delivery as if
an invisible conductor had synchronized every gesture
and vocal modulation on stage. "Speaking of gestures,''
remarked another member of the company, "it may
illustrate our way of working things out. We demand
that every little gesture must emerge from the natural
way of being, of the being we portray. There is, of
course, a wide selection possible, and every gesture is
checked and rechecked and then reduced to its bare
necessity."
Their stage lighting is peculiarly cold, as if trying to
avoid painting a mood, creating an atmosphere that
penetrates skin and senses. "You see," said the young
director, Manfred Wekwerth, "just as little as we want
to color the light, do we color the feelings. The private
feelings of the actor must never be mixed with the character he is on stage." And yet it would be an error to
believe that the Berliner Ensemble plays without emotions, but these emotions are borrowed from outside,
from observation of life. Strange as it seems, these emo·
tions do not lack lustre nor intensity. On the contrary, their acting has something of the strength and
devotion of fanatics who believe that art is religion and
whose religion is their art. And he who has seen this
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ensemble can no longer doubt the wisdom and necessity of a repertory theatre.
Of course, Brecht bolstered his plays and ideas of
a new theatre with a philosophy close to the Marxian
idea of the changeability of all social institutions. Thus
he tries to place the events on stage into a certain relation to reality; in other words, he confronts them with
life. "We always ask ourselves how far the events on
stage are in agreement with reality," Helene Weigel said.
"Brecht always thought we are too much accustomed
to things, take too many of them fo.r granted. He loved
to take cliches, a timeworn proverb, and twist it to
make us see the unusual in the customary, to tell us
that things aren't the way we're used to seeing them.
For instance, in order to show Hitler's resistible rise to
power he created a figure like AI Capone. Things need
not be the way they are, he wanted to say."
Of the two productions which I had the opportunity
to see, "Galileo" and "Mother Courage," it must be
stated that they fully lived up to the reputation of the
company as well as to the theoretical rules to which
Brecht subjected his actors. The story has it that when
he first saw Helene Weigel on stage in the part of a
fisherwoman and she asked him how he liked her, his
answer was: "Quite good. But why don't you go down
to the harbor and first live with them for a while?"
Is it then a realistic interpretation they try for? Yes,
and decidedly no. It impressed me as a highly stylized
realism, as the possibly most final abstraction of realism
which probably helps most to lift utterly banal phrases
and every-day happenings into the realm of the poetic
and of universal meaning.
A great deal is made of Brecht's alienation theory, of
his endeavor to shock his audience into awareness that
this is not conventional theatre which helps you through
pity and terror to go through your private catharsis.
Brecht does not care for the emotional sympathy or identification of his audience. He wants to stir us into
thinking and action. This is the strongest propaganda
element: he speaks as if it were a historic aside, but
underneath relates it drastically to our time and problems.
True, only the impact of their artistically flawless
productions will lift you out of your seat. But after a
few final curtain calls the frantic applause takes on the
aspect of a demonstration. You no longer merely applaud Helene Weigel as "Mother Courage"; you demonstrate against the nonsense of warfare. You no longer
merely cheer Ernst Busch for his excellent portrayal of
"Galileo"; you demonstrate against the sinister machinations of state and church institutions and for the progress of science and the scientists' integrity.
And thus Brecht has it both ways. He triumphs as
dramatist in giving you good theatre - from his viewpoint, theatre as it ought to be. But he also deeply
impresses you with his message that there is something
foul - and not only in the state of Denmark.
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Munich
Munich, where Carl Or££ was born sixty-five years
1
ago, celebrated the composer's birthday this Summer
with a production of his famous triptych, "Trionfi," of
which the first part, the "Carmina Burana," is best
known. This work was not conceived as an entity, but
all three parts are nevertheless held together by the
idea of love triumphant. The scenic difficulties in
mounting these three pieces on an opera stage are great
as well as challenging and it seems that nobody has
yet completely succeeded in overcoming them. Only
a choreographer who is also a stage director of daring
and imagination could clinch it. John Butler failed
last season when the Opera of the City Center produced
"Carmina Burana." Perhaps Jerome Robbins might
find a satisfactory solution for it.
Heinz Rosen, the choreographer of the Bavarian
Staatsoper, who staged "Trionfi," came close to it. His
overall conception was imaginative and colorful
throughout. There was a sweep of grandeur in the manner in which he managed to make the chorus part of
the choreographic action in "Carmina Burana"; and
he found for the "Catulli Carmina," the love songs
of Catullus, a most fascinating visual expression, perhaps because the stage was dominated by the dancers
in their ecstatic love duets and excruciating disappointments while a group of old men watching them from a
balcony were telling them that there was no such
thing as eternal love. Less clearly defined were the
choreographic images in the last section, in the triumph
of Aphrodite, but he made up for it with sumptuous
pictures and poetic as well as theatrically effective ideas.
There can be no doubt that Heinz Rosen came close
to a powerful stage realization of Orff's choral work.
Where he failed was mainly in the choreographic detail,
in fulfilling, phrase by phrase, his own conceits. The
dancers were technically impeccable, with great understanding of the difficulty of their parts, and it seemed
that soloists were cast in the smallest parts in order to
do homage to the composer.
The German theatre- West Germany alone has close
to 120 leading stages, East Germany sixty-eight - is
thriving not because their theatres are subsidized (even
the private theatres receive some Government assistance
and are supported by well organized subscription plans),
but because theatre is part of the cultural life of the
people, a necessity. One does not go to the theatre to
see a hit or a star. True, each ensemble, engaged for
the duration of a season at least, usually has one or two
famous actors and, moreover, there are W andertrupp·e n
and stars who travel from town to town when they have
found the right vehicle, as for instance Elisabeth Bergner who had a stunning success as Miss Campell in
"Diar Liar" and was seen in this part in many cities.
But mainly German audiences go to the theatre for the
play's sake and do not tire of the classics which, of
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course, they get to see in new stagings and either with
their favorites or with newly engaged actors.
One of the great repertory theatres of Germany is
Munich's Residenztheater which offers its public for
this season fourteen plays of which they promise to produce at least eleven. While I stayed rhere Giraudoux's
"The Trojan War Will Not Take Place" was announced, but I did not get to see it because the director
felt the production wasn't ready yet and its opening was
postponed. This postponement due to · artistic considerations was not accompanied by any material loss. The
public did not mind seeing instead another play from
the theatre's repertory.
Of the fourteen plays announced for next season only
four are by contemporary authors: O'Neill's "A Moon
for the Misbegot~n"; Anouilh's new "Becket" drama
(a topic already . immortalized by T. S. Eliot in his
"Murder in the Cathedral," which has become a huge
world. success); Kanin's "Rashomon"; and Marceau's
"The Egg." The other ten plays are classics ranging
from Calderon and Shakespeare to Lessing and Goethe.
The German actor is not burdened with the "method"
as most American actors are. He would hardly every
underplay, nor be as realistic as possible. He does not
shy away from the big gesture or pathos. For him as
well as for most directors - no matter how they may
.approach their material - theatre is bigger than life.
He appeals to the imagination of the audience and invites, as a matter of fact demands, their cooperation.
The visual aspect of a production is not as overstressed
as on Broadway. When the curtain rises, the German
theatre-gael" does not expect to see a stunning setting
as we do. Of course, it must fulfill its function for
the play. In short, he does not come to see a "show";
he comes to see what the dramatist has to tell him.
All the more interesting was it, therefore, to find out
how a play such as Truman Capote's "The Grass Harp"
fared. This play was ge17-erally considered of light
weight on Broadway. The Residenztheater gave it a
careful production. Director Gerd Bruedern did not
visualize it as the whimsical fantasy as which it was
presented on Broadway. It moved far more down-toearth from the very beginning and with growing momentum toward Judge Charlie Cool's message in the
second act that we must remain true to our self and
our dreams. That Capote's play was a success here and
in other German cities - and this in spite of its weak
ending, which even a more realistic approach could
not alter - has a great deal to do with this type of
message, the German character in general and the phenomenon of his present state of mind being torn, as it
is, between guilt and repression, between a new materialism and dream.
A great deal about Germany of today is best revealed
by the writers and actors of the literary cabarets, of
which there are many. With varying skill they satirize
the world and, first of all, themselves, their Wirtschaftswunder, their politicians and social conditions. Two
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evenings spent m the "Zwiebel" and the "Lach-und
Schiessgesellschaft" (the title - The Society for Laughter and Shooting - in itself a pun) were the best introductory courses into the present life of the German people.
Another phenomenon is the non-exsitence of German
dramatists. Hitler has done a thorough job in annihilating an old tradition for which, a least, a whole generation must suffer. Materialistic well-being is certainly regained faster than a cultural life cut down at
its roots. Thus the German theatre depends on the
American, British, and French dramatist, a fact proved
by the example of the Residenztheater's repertory in
which four contemporary playwrights are two American and two French dramatists.
Berlin was the center of theatrical activity before the
war. Now the G~rman theatre is decentralized. Often
surprisingly small communities such as Ulm, Rochum,
or Goettingen pride themselves on now having an influential theatre life. The bigger cities, of which Munich is culturally the most important, emulate each
other. The Kazan of Germany, Fritz Schuh, is director
in Cologne and the most famous German actor of today, Gustav Gruendgens, reigns supreme in Hamburg.
(His troupe, by the way, will be seen in the States this
season.) The Broadway actors recently made the acquaintance of Professor \Villi Schmidt who is one of
the foremost directors at the Schiller Theater in Berlin.
Berlin, divided as it is, is engaged in a cultural struggle as. much as in its political fight. The two systems
try to top each other's productions and to attract the
theatre-goers' attention East and West. Two powerful
opera companies meet on this battlefield. The number
of the theatres for straight plays, amounting to seven
on each side, is as even as their success and effect on
the people beyond the fence. If one can speak of any
artistic advantage on one side, then it is only due to
the unique position held by the Berliner Ensemble in
East Berlin. It certainly ranks in importance with the
Abbey Theatre of some time ago and is recognized in
the West as much as in the East. Art is stronger than
politics, thank God.

Zuerich
What a small country and what an intense cultural
life! Basle's University has celebrated its SOOth year
of existence. Towns that may have one movie-house
in our country have their municipal theatre in Switzerland. The Zuercher Schauspielhaus, however, is the
leading theatre in Switzerland, and also one of the important stages where the German play is cultivated. To
prove that it is just as close to French culture, the
theatre festival in Zuerich sailed under the flag of
French culture this year: "La France a Zuerich!" The
Comedie Francaise was invited, and honored the spirit
of Giraudoux with an impressive presentation of his
"Electre"; and Jean Vilar staged the only successful
play which Balzac ever wrote, "Le Faiseur," less successTHE CRESSET

fully with his Theatre National Populaire. In contrast
to it, the production of Dumas' "Three Musketeers" by
Roger Planchon's Theatre de la Cite Villeurbanne made
an unforgettable impression. It is tagged as popular
theatre, ·but it is theatre at its best in which the actors
move with balletic precision and almost every moment
unfolds a new stage idea, parodistic or elating. Plan·
chon believes that the stage must be alive all the
time and succeeds in electrifying his audience with artistic perfection.
The Schauspielhaus - which from now on will be
under the direction of Kurt Hirschfeld who has served
as Dramatw-g for many decades and helped to bring
this theatre to its present importance - contributed its
share to this festive occasion with productions of Claude!, Sartre, and Ionesco. I was able to see Sartre's new
play, "The Prisoners of Altona." Our time is marked
by the problem of guilt which Sartre mixes with guilt
feelings resulting from incest and the eternal father and
son conflict. The hero who, against his will, became
a Hitler officer locks himself into his room, which he
leaves only to kill himself and his father. For thirteen
years of self-imposed seclusion, interrupted only by his
incestuous relationship with his sister Leni, Sartre's hero
Franz lives a life of endless torment, unable to rid himself of the feeling that the war had made him a criminal
who tortured innocent people.
Oscar Waelterlin's direction put too much stress on
the tragedy of a family, and Herbert Fleischmann's
Franz saw his involvement in the great guilt of our time
as a consequence of his paternal conflict, as his protest against authority. It twisted the play's meaning
,.v hich did not reach beyond the private into the universal. But Sartre wants to warn the world that we
hide ourselves behind locked doors, because - like
Franz - we wish to close our eyes to the reality of our
epoch. Man's private penance must become a public
outcry.
"Rhinoceros," the great European success of the past
season, is Ionesco's most sincere and serious play so far.
This master dramatist of the seemingly inconsequential,
the playful and comic that always emerges from a nightmarish background, has risen to tragic grandeur. or
course, in his way. For this play, too, does not deny
the Ionescan style and approach to his highly individual
dramaturgy. Even this full-length play makes it clear
that he still remains the dramatist of the one-act play
since, in essence, "Rhinoceros" is a one-act idea in four
scenes.
Taking as his theme a small community whose inhabitants gradually turn into rhinoceroses, lonesco
portrays man as the victim of all kinds of mass psychosis.
This play is a loud protest against conformism, against
man's weakness and desire to shed responsibility. It is
an appalling experience to witness how it happens to
the most sincere, to the nicest people, in the most clandestine and mysterious way: it just happens.
Ionesco handles his material with the skill of a juggler
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whose clownish laughter is of deadening seriousness,
whose mechanic repetitions create a realism of liberating
nonsense. The fact that finally only one man withstands the temptation to join mankind in becoming that
thick-skinned animal and a part of the herd, that with
his desperate cry: "I do not capitulate!" the curtain
falls, leaves us with a desperate hope.
The production at the Schauspielhaus m Zuerich
under Karlheinz Streibing's direction did full justice
to Ionesco's scurrilous, scathing humor with its tragically human overtones. His characters are no longer
grotesque puppets about which we can laugh while
staying aloof, untouched. In the dramatic fable "Rhinoceros" they are human beings about which we
must laugh in order to hide our embarrassment.
I had occasion to meet Max Frisch, the badly neglected Swiss playwright - that is, badly neglected by
Broadway. (Rumors have it that his "Herr Biedermann
and the Incendiaries" will be done oH-Broadway this
season.) Known only as a novelist here ('Tm Not
Stiller"), Frisch is a playwright of great stature whose
Weltanschauung is critical but less negative than Duerrenmatt's. Of the two he is the greater intellectual and
he writes with little concern for mass appeal. But
as an intellectual he charges the writers with spiritual
leadership, demands man's involvement in man's doings and destiny, takes issue with the burning issues
of our time. Strongly influenced by Thornton Wilder
and Bert Brecht as to their dramaturgy, he has found
his own style. "There is only one thing one can
reproach Max Frisch for," Duerrenmatt once said. "He
would be an even better artist than he is if he were
personally less involved in his writing. You cannot
help noticing how his private lite makes itself felt in
his work." Whereupon Max Frisch retorted: "We
both have reason to envy each other. I admit it might
be easier to allow myself a wider and more impersonal
scope. But, I think, it is dangerous for any writer not
to create out of his own experiences, otherwise his
work might tend to be too thin and pat - while I
only run the risk of being too private."

London
For the last few years the London theatre-goers have
suffered from a severe case of schizophrenia which will
not be cured for some time to come. Undoubtedly, they
have always loved that kind of drawing room comedy
in which the butler shares the heroine's secrets with the
audience and in which the naughtiness can be sipped
like that spot of tea during intermission. They still
do. But somehow the Noel Cowards and even Terence
Rattigans are running out of fresh ink. In the wake of
a collapsing empire the thunder of the angry young
men woke them up, and the London theatre scene is
more alive today than ever.
They are not yet quite sure of what is genuinely new
and what is phoney. Thus, they have wholeheartedly
embraced Harold Pinter who, as it seems, can do no
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wrong. His "Caretaker" is a rather meagre rehash of
Beckett's "Waiting for Godot." In "Caretaker" a hobo
is given shelter by two brothers who symbolized to this
reviewer the extremes of a r-ealistic and insane world.
The hobo never quite knows who employs him as caretaker, who has the right to throw him out, with whom
he really shares the room. Pinter maintains that he is
opposed to all symbolism and that all he did was to
copy life. If you are not allowed to seek a deeper meaning in the shallow action and sparse dialogue of Mr.
Pinter's play, then I must say that not even the comparative of a "pint" fills the bill, though it does fill
·
the theatre.
Two of the Off-West End theatres are - next to the
experimental Arts Theatre - leading in their way. At
the Royal Court Theatre the young Arnold Wesker
holds the interest of the public with his trilogy ot
which "Roots," dealing with the revolt of a Norfolk
farm laborer's daughter, is the best. International fame
came to Joan Littlewood who guides the London
Theatre Workshop, and each new play she directs
bears the stamp of the unusual and the unusually great.
So does Brendan Behan's "The Hostage," which we
are now seeing on Broadway. Miss Littlewood's staging
of the wild Irish playwright is great and does full jus·
tice to him :who boasts of disrespecting law and order,
of total irreverence toward society "except that which
makes the roads safer, the beer stronger, the food cheaper, and the old men and women warmer in the winter,
and happier in the summer." His play is a true reflection of his maxims. "The Hostage" is neither a good
nor a bad play, it is horseplay. While Brecht's dramaturgy reminds us of the fact that we are seeing a play,
when his characters occasionally step out of character
to sing a song, Behan uses this trick indiscriminately.
His play is a play to end all plays. I don't say it isn't
funny in spots, or that he is unable to put a character
on stage. I don't even mind their forcedly bawdy, lascivious, irreverent doings, or the abrupt insertions alluding to today's headlines and notorious personalities,
if it would serve some purpose. But in the end this
terrific rumpus says so little. If you laugh you are
ashamed of it later, because you find out that you
laughed at the expense of the playwright's integrity.
But since Behan would be the first to scoff at such a
thing as integrity, you don't have to be ashamed of having laughed, after all.
For my money, Rattigan's "Ross," his episodic drama
of the interesting T. E. Lawrence of Arabia, is a pale
tableau which comes to life from time to time only because of Alec Guinness' uncanny craftsmanship, of that
enigmatic smile of his which combines a cool aloofness
with a total, though restrained, involvement. The play
is written in the conventional formula of portrayals,
never sufficiently free from the actual life events to
live its own justified poetic life on stage.
Robert Bolt, whom I consider one of the great young
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dramatists of England, has done just that with his "A
Man of all Seasons," the drama of Thomas More who,
against all adversities, maintains his religious faith and
the belief that his inner silence is unassailable and no
one's business but his own. He challenges fate that
wants to force him into compromises with his family
and society in general. It is an absorbing drama of man
against all corruption, symbolized by the common man
whom Bolt skilfully uses - in the manner of the commedia dell' arte - as narrator and in various roles in
various scenes of the play, one of the best I have viewed
in a long time.
The last day before saying goodbye to Europe I had
the chance and special permission to witness the dress
rehearsal of "Aniara," the new space-ship opera, presented by the Royal Opera of Stockholm at Covent
Garden. This opera by Karl-Birger Blomdahl, when
first shown in May, 1959, in Stockholm, received a resounding reception and was later hailed everywhere as
the greatest event in operatic drama since Alban Berg's
"Wozzeck."
It had since had performances in various countries.
In London it was sung by the original company in
Swedish - an English translation has now been prepared - but the drama unfolding before your eyes is
of such visual magnitude that its impact is inescapable.
Based on the Swedish epos "Aniara" by Harry Martinson, "who has pioneered the poetry of the Atomic Age,"
according to Who's Who, the text creates some minor
difficulties and its imagery is mixed with clouded
metaphors of tomorrow's technology and its symbols attempt to conjure up the magic of things and events
whtth lie beyond the capacity of our imagination.
The action takes place in a space-ship quite a few
hundred years hence. While our known world is wiped
out by mankind, the space-ship with 8,000 refugees on
board and on its way to an unknown satellite is suddenly, through a mechanical defect, thrown off course
and into space-like emptiness. The chief engineer
consoles those on board with the assurance that, nevertheless, they will keep alive in the space-ship for at
least a generation's time. The symbolic meaning of the
opera is obvious: It is the fall of man (his second)
from earth to his own spiritual void.
This point is stressed through the juxtaposition of a
dictatorial life, of a cold reality with the impressive
figure of a blind poetess who, in mounting ecstasy, visualizes the City of Heaven. Blomdahl's music, a new
expressionism stemming from Schoenberg and Webern,
has a firm structure, uses electronic tape with skill, and
alternates between lyrical moods of great beauty and
strong dramatic passages of brutal bareness.
Goeran Gentele's production dazzles with its imaginative strangeness alluding to tomorrow's visual reality.
"Aniara" is one of the rare artistic achievements of our
epoch, reflecting man's troubled mind and proving, by
the same token, its capacity for greatness.
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Good King Wenceslas
BY JoHN STRIETELMEIER
Managing Editor
IS a solemn and sacred season. Indeed,
CHRISTMAS
when one stops to reflect that the Child Whose
birthday it commemorates was born for no other purpose than to suffer and die, one might wonder whether
it is altogether appropriate for us to make of His birthday an occasion for joy and merriment, whether we
might not more properly spend the day in penitent sorrow over the tragic necessity of His birth.
But the Christian world has always looked upon
Christmas in the light of Easter and Ascension Day.
The Child Who was born to die lives now and reigns
through all eternity. And His birth was the beginning
of our. liberation. To dwell overmuch upon the sorrow
and de<i th that awaited the Child is to invite His rebuking question: "Why weepest thou?" Living on this
side of Easter, we are children of an age which belongs
to Him Who said: "All power is given unto Me in
heaven and in earth."
In past years, we have invited musicians and artists
and men of letters to bring their best gifts to the Manger at Christmas time through these pages. This year,
overshadowed as we are by so many fears and anxieties,
it seemed appropriate to affirm the Faith in a lighter
vein, to counter the dark forebodings of those who must
walk in their own strength with the confident good
humor of the Christian who knows that "neither death,
nor life, nor angels, nor principalities, nor powers, nor
things present, nor things to come, nor height, nor
depth, nor any other creature shall be able to separate
us from the love of God which is in Christ Jesus our
Lord."
The paragraphs that follow are, therefore, intended
for no more serious purpose than to provide a bit of innocent merriment for our readers. In form, they are
variations upon a familiar theme, the carol, "Good King
Wenceslas," done in the style, if not in the spirit, of
three of our columnists. Since imitation is the sincerest
form of flattery, my colleagues - Mr. Looman, Mr.
Hoffmann, and Dr. Kretzmann - will, I trust, pardon
the impertinence of my putting words into their mouths.

ASK

AD LIB.

ALMOST any old-timer who was fortunate
enough to grow up during the Depression what he
misses most about Winter and he will tell you that it is
the old-fashioned fuel-gathering expedition. Nowadays,
of course, nobody gathers fuel. We have central heating
and most of my neighbors even have thermostats to control the heat level, but I can't help wondering whether
these concessions to softness are an unmixed blessing.
I'm sure that many a modern youngster wouldn't recognize a railroad tie if he saw one.
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I grew up m a town which was a railroad junction
point. (Incidentally, I am still one of those who think
that the Wright brothers would have performed a
greater service to their country if they had stuck to the
bicycle business.) Fortunately, during the years I was
in grade school and high school practically all of the
railroads were going bankrupt, so there were plenty of
ties lying around and we children could go out early
in the morning before school and pick them up. Then
in the evening, as soon as school was out, we would
hurry home, get out the family ax and saw, and cue
them up for firewood.
The greatest fun came, of course, from digging the
ties out of deep snow. Anybody could spot a tie lying
out in the open. The trick was to spot one when the
snow lay all about. And then came the exhilaration of
scraping away the snow with bare hands (no one except
the rich Wenceslas boys had gloves in those days), breaking it loose from the frozen ground, and settling it on
our little red wagons for the long trip home across the
frozen river.
I remember on one such occasion stopping for a mo1
ment to readjust my truss when I saw, stumbl ing across
the field, Old Man Wenceslas himself. He had a boy
with him and the two of them were carrying baskets
under their arms. I could see that they were having
trouble making it and, sure enough, they both ended
up taking seaters on the steep, slippery banks of the
levee. A friend of mine and I made our way over to
them, loaded them on our wagons, and brought them
to our house where we had a big base-burner in the
living room. In an hour or so we got them thawed
out and then we all sat around singing Christmas carols
and eating the food that they had brought with them
in the basket. First, of course, we had to thaw it out,
too. Today, as you probably know, Wenceslas Frozen
Foods is one of the big industries of our country, which
just goes to show that those who help the poor will
themselves find blessing.
Years later, in the Navy, I ran into the boy who had
been with Wenceslas on that occasion again. We were
in the harbor at Narvik on a bitter cold night and
since we hadn't been back to the States for several
months our ships' stores were practically exhausted.
The destroyer berthed right next to us was fresh out
from the States, though, so we made a signal to it, informing its supply officer of our problem. Less than
an hour later a boat drew alongside and out stepped
this boy that I had once carried home in my little red
wagon, a lieutenant (j.g.) in the United States Navy
now, and with him were the supplies that we so desperately needed, lovingly packed in excelsior to prevent
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the bottles from smashing against each other in the
heavy seas.
I'm not against peace and prosperity, as a matter ol
fact I am sure that there is a great deal to be said for
them, but I wonder sometimes what our children are
going to have to write about when they grow up.

A MINORITY REPORT

J DIDN'T

KNOW this Wenceslas personally. Not
that I would be "likely" to, for that matter. I spend
most of my time at Democratic headquarters and in the
VA W building where the "water hits the wheel" and
the decisions are made for good or ill, as they say.
I can tell you some things about this Wenceslas,
though. He belonged to some kind of minority group.
You can tell that from his name. He wasn't one of
these stuffed-shirt DAR-type white Protestant Americans
who nm around looking like they had eaten all of
last year's crop of angels. And he didn't mind "taking
his gloves off" and "getting down in the arena." He
was the kind of liberal who could tell his friends from
his enemies. He probably had plenty of overfed Sunday Christians loafing around the palace but when
"the chips were down" the guy he wanted standing be·
side him was a knave.
That's "my kind of man."
Some people would say that he was a "phony" kind
of liberal and probably they are right. I am a phony.
You are a phony. He, she, or it, is a phony. We are
phonies. You (plural) are phonies. They are phonies.
But "let no man throw the first stone." Where were
the "good, Christian" people while the snow was lying
all about and this poor guy was out gathering winter
fuel? Wenceslas was at least at the window talking
<~bout it, which is more than you can say for a lot of so·
called "humanitarians."
Byrd and Goldwater probably don't even have win·
dows in their houses.
That's the trouble with the Church, the University,
the Women's Club, and the Cub Scouts. Nobody gives
a hoot about windows, and even if they have them they
don't look out of them. If they ever did they would
be surprised at what they saw. It would really "knock
their eyes out."
Where I part company with Wenceslas is on the me·
chanics of his welfare program. Doling out food parcels to the poor went out with Herbert Hoover, and
there's "no turning the clock back." I always tell my
classes that Wenceslas is an example of what I call the
"ambivalent liberal," the guy whose heart is in the
right place but who sends individuals out to do what a
committee can do just as well. Probably did his undergraduate work in engineering or home economics.
I suppose that people will be writing me now and
accusing me of being anti-Wenceslas. I'm not antianybody.
All I'm saying is that you can't be a Democrat at the
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window and a Republican out in the snmL
Wha'tever else you say about Harry Truman, he
was consistent.
It's high time we all got our cards on the table. Wenceslases don't "just happen." They get where they
are because a lot of ordinary citizens get out and ring
door bells and wear out shoe leather and put a "shine"
on their pants at CIO meetings.
Adlai Stevenson had a hole in the sole of his shoe,
which is more than you can say for "Tricky Dick"
Nixon.
The editor always "cuts" the last. paragraph of this
column, so it doesn't make much matter what I say
from here on. Except to maybe the "average" guy
who is always out in the proverbial snow gathering
"winter fuel." All I have to say to this guy - who,
after all, is the backbone of the country and the typical
dues-paying member of the labor unions is: the little
rabbit went hippity hop through the garden gate.
Which is more than you would ever catch these
phony liberals doing.

THE PilGRIM
WENCESLAS . . . strange name for a king .
strange to ears that have been dulled by the
sordid ordinariness of the names by which we have
called kings in the Western world . . . George . . .
Edward ... Fredetick ... Gustaf Adolf ... Olaf .. .
Baudouin ... reminiscent of the names by which kings
were known in the bright morning of the Church's
youth, names which still excite the blood and quicken
the spirits of our dispirited generation . . . Flavius
Placidius Valentinianus . . . Constantine VI Porphyrogenetus . . . Omar ibn Abdul-Aziz . . . Fritigern.
Legend says that Wenceslas looked out on St. Steph·
en's Even . . . Perhaps we shall be remembered as the
generation that did not look out . . . We have looked
up, but only to learn that the starlings have been eat·
ing choke cherries again ... We have looked down, but
only to find that our shoes need polishing ... We have
looked sidewise, but only to discover that it is tiring
for eyes that were not meant to see what is already almost behind us ... When will we learn to look out ...
out toward Jerusalem and Athens, toward the dawn,
toward the Never Was that soon must be?
Wenceslas looked out and saw snow . . . Curious
how, in the strange economy of history, certain themes
recur . . . Only this morning I rose early and turned
on one of the vaunted marvels of our wayward century
. . . the television set . . . And I, too, saw snow . . .
electronic snow ... anarchy among the electrons while
atavistic voices sang, "What was so good about the
good old days"? ... Point and counterpoint ... ebb and
flow . . . Yin and Yang.
I can never se~ snow without remembering my boyhood in New York ... the innocent years ... the Partie
of 1907 . . . the assassination of Madero . . . the chilTHE CRESSET

dren returning from work in the garment district as
the winter sun set over the tenements of my street . . .
a good time, a gracious time to be young . . . I can
still remember sights not too different from what vVenceslas saw . . . poor men, gathering winter fuel .. .
And always there was a knave standing by me . . . my
brother, Adelbert Raphael, destined as we could not
know then to become a bigger man than I.
Sometimes, I must admit, I get weary of snow . . .
In the strange profession which I have been pursuing
for the past twenty years one is always being snowed
... All the more reason to look out ... And I get weary
o[ knaves, also ... Some of them have been standing
by me for more than two decades . . . standing there,
just standing . . . Was it Coleridge who wrote o[ "the
cold, dull standingness of knaves?" . . . It gives one to
think.

What more is there to be said? . . . Perhaps a great
deal more if I could recall now, through the mist of
the years, how the third stanza goes . . . It has always
seemed a remarkable thing to me how the rhythm lives
on long after words are forgotten ... "He who tum de
tum the poor shall himself find blessing" ... A warning
here for all of us who traflic in the fragile ware of words
. . . Always below the carefully carved phrase of the
writer lurks the primordial rhythm ... the Unterspruch
des Rhythrnus, as Griesedieck called it ... This is what
survives . . . survives in spite of all our yesterdays and
our tomorrows ... despite the slow erosion of the years
and the babel of many voices.
And perhaps it is good that it should be so . . .
Perhaps . . . perhaps.
(Continued next month)

Not you !

Not me!
But Anna, smallest of us thrct,
For she's bttn with them, you can Stt .
But we'll all sing "0 Tannenbaum"

And hear the trombone

~hairs

sound

manger scenes .

"A CHRISTMAS TAPESTRY" - Christmas customs of other
lands are charmingly captured in verse and full-color art work
in an eight-page section of this year's CHRISTMAS, An American Annual of Christmas Literature and Art, Volume 30. The
painting above, representing Christmas in Germany, is by New
York artist Sada Jones. The 68-page Annual is edited by Randolph E. Haugan, and published by Augsburg Publishing House,
Minneapolis, Minnesota. (Gift edition, $1.50, Library edition,
$3.50.)
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From the Ch apel

A living Sacrifice
Bv THE REv. F. DEAN LuEKING
Assistant Pastor, Grace Lutheran Church
River Forest, Illinois
I appeal to you therefore, brethren, by the mercies of (}Qd, to
prese.nt your bodies as a •l iving sacrifice, holy and acceptable to
God, which is your spiritual worship. Do not be conformed to
this world bu•t be transformed by the renewal of your mind, that
you may prove what is the will of God, what is good and acceptable and perfect. For by the grace given to me I bid every one
among you not to think of hirru;elf more highly than he ought
to •think, but to think with sober judgment, each according to
the measure of faith which God has assigned him. For as in
one body we have many members, and ·a ll the members do not
have the same function, so we, though many, are one body in
Christ, and individually members one of another.
-

Romans 12: 1·5

FAR from the Japanese port city of Yokohama a
N OT
vigorous young Japanese Christian lives and works
today who fifteen years ago was in the final stages of
training as a kamikaze pilot. During those desperate
weeks late in the summer of 1945 all he lived for was
that moment of supreme sacrifice when his aircraft
would nose over in a suicide dive into the hull of an
enemy warship. Ironically, no planes were left when his
squadron number was called. His body was not to be
shattered upon the deck_ of some American destroyer.
Instead his body was to become the temple of the Holy
Ghost as the joyous news of Advent, Christmas, and
. Easter was proclaimed to him soon after the Second
vVorld War ended. Today those hands of his which once
lifted a sake toast to his nation's glory are used to administer the wine and bread of Holy Communion and to
tend the thousand other responsibilities that are his as
a faithful pastor of Christ's flock. Formerly he lived
only to die. Now he lives because of Another's death
for him. Once he had something to die for. Now he
has a greater cause by far to live for. Once the pledge
of his dedication was his death. Now that pledge is
the dedication of his life.
This brief chronicle of the re·dedication of one man's
entire being can lead us to a vantage point in grasping
the vast meaning packed into the opening verses of
Romans 12. Paul, too, has been speaking about a way
which led to certain death. In his words, it is the way
of the Law. His summary of the whole human effort
to win God's favor by being religious is this: "all have
sinned and fall short of the glory of God." Then
Paul turns to the action of God in righting matters between Himself and a wayward mankind. Like towering
pillars the gigantic themes of redemption through Jesus
Christ are thrust up through the torrent of words in
Romans 1·11. The way back to God is through His
sacrifice for us! His sacrifice, not ours, is the core of a
whole new level of life and relationship with God &scribed in chapters 12-16. The words which are ours to
16

ponder today serve as a hinge, holding together what
God has done and therefore what human life may be.
The key phrase summarizing the new life in Christ is
this: living sacrifice.
Sacrifice may not be the most popular word to describe Christian life in a day so bent upon getting a lot
and giving a little. But there the word stands, beckoning us to see the meaning it holds. Gone is the futile
notion of trying to soothe an angry Deity by heroic religious performance. Jesus Christ took upon Himself
the full weight of Divine judgment; His death demonstrates once and for all God's action in annulling the
sin which was devastating human life. His resurrection has rendered unnecessary all further sacrifice in
the sense of placating God. Now sacrifice points to
the completeness of our Lord's self.dedication in freeing us from the sway of those demonic powers of sin,
law, wrath, and death. All the energies formerly used
in trying to win God's favor are released for the purpose of showing forth the glory of Him Who called
us to newness of life in His Spirit. As Christ's sacrifice
was complete, so is His claim upon our entire being.
His life within ours means the patent opposite to conformity to the world we know so well. Nor is a living
sacrifice a mere mystical inner religious experience
available only to the religiously inclined. It is "an
act of intelligent worship, with eyes wide open to the
mercies of God," as Phillips translates it. It means
all that we have and are, mind and body and spirit offered in response to the good grace of the living God.
This is the time and place for such a description of
the Christian life. Early December is a notorious time
for tired-blood performance in the calling of a Christian student The gusto and shine of early autumn
days wear off. Little irritants heretofore overlooked
by roommates rub harder. The library rafters do not
exactly rattle with the vibrations of student ambition
though term paper deadlines and exam dates draw
nearer. The attrition of teaching can take its toll as
professors experience an ennui as numbing as the winds
whistling around this chapel. The stirring message of
Advent notwithstanding, Christian student communities
can sag and sputter and those who were so recently
brimming with ambition and good cheer can find
themselves suddenly in the grip of the hum-drum,
hand-over-hand, mere going through the motions. Student communities are like girl pitchers I've watched
play baseball; dazzling wind-up but weak followthrough.
But the will and word of God neither sputters, fades,
nor dies. That is is why you and I may confidently
THE CRESSET

gather around the Gospel of His grace and find renewal,
strength, and joy in our lives as a living sacrifice. God
does not give His grace grudgingly in piecemeal measure, and our very experience of living under Him can
document that great truth. A university campus setting
offers an extraordinary opportunity for the first and
greatest symptom of sacrificial living to be put into
praotice. It concerns the matter of how we belong to
each other. Paul's description of it goes thus: "we,
though many, are one body in Christ, and individually
members one of another." We are many. Freshmen
and seniors, campus queens and wallflowers, lettermen
and bookworms, Greeks and independents, faculty and
maintenance men; the variety of our gifts can enrich
the harmony of living with and for one another. The
pitfall that wrecks this sacrificial living for the upbuilding in Christ of the next one is, of course, a very ancient
ailmen~ in the Christian body. "I bid every one among
you not to think of himself more highly than he ought
to think, but to think with sober judgment, each according to the measure of faith God has assigned him."
The warmth of Christian zeal in sacrificial living melts
away every barrier erected by our devastating notions
of our own self-importance and happy ·are those Christian students who know that to be true now! In thinking about your connection with those around you in
this campus community, these words of C.S. Lewis are
to the point:
There are no ordinary people. You have never
talked with a mere mortal ... it is immortals whom
we joke with, work with, marry, snub, and exploit
... It is a serious thing to live in a society of possible gods and goddesses, to remember that the
dullest and most uninteresting person you talk to
may one day be a creature which, if you saw now,
you would be strongly tempted to worship ...
So the first circle in which' we are called to exercise
the grace of sacrificial living is comprised of those
around us in the dormitory, cafeteria, classroom, library,
and chapel. To these our whole being can testify to
the loving kindness of Him Who came not to teach us
mere correct words -or show us the proper manners of
Christian life but to transform us from our inmost self.
It may be that some of us in this sanctuary will be
called to offer our very lives for the sake of the Gospel;
that call can come to some among us as it has come to
many of our brethren in this century. But it is certain
that to every one of us on this Advent morning the
offer of Divine grace is renewed to us by our living
Lord Who would use o~r lives to the utmost as a living
sacrifice. As your servant in Christ, may I join my
appeal to that of the Apostle's, that by the mercies of
God you might present your whole self as a living
sacrifice, holy and acceptable to God, not conformed
to this world but transformed by the renewal of your
mind that you may prove what is the good and perfect will of God.

DECEMBER,

1960 ,

Letter from
Xanadu, Nebr.
---- B y

G •

G .----

Dear Editor:
I wasn't going to say anything about that article
you ran a couple of months ago on health insurance
for old folks because I must say you guys have always
let me speak my piece and what is sauce for the goose
is sauce for the gander. But a lot of my friends have
written me and wanted to know whether I go along
with these socialistic ideas and naturally I have my
own good name to protect, so I hope you won't mind
if I chip in my two cents worth on this matter.
I think that a lot of these young guys especially have
their heart where their head ought to be. I hate to
see old folks suffer because they didn't have sense
enough when they were young to look ahead and plan
for their old age. But I still don't see why I should
have to pay for their short-sightedness. I know it
sounds noble to say that we all ought to rally 'round
and see to it that these people are taken care of, but
actually all you do is encourage others to live it up
without any thought for the future, and pretty soon
everybody is expecting something for nothing.
There's a religious question involved here, too. The
Bible says that the poor we have with us always, and
I think we are on dangerous ground when we start
tinkering around with the laws of God. There's prob·
ably a reason why some people are supposed to be poor.
Maybe it is so the rest of us will learn to be better
Christians and not throw our money around. Or maybe, in some cases anyway, it's just a plain punishment
for their sins. Either way you look at it, we have no
business trying to undo what God has done.
Of course, I am not against charity. One of the rewards of success is that it gives you a chance to do a
little something now and then for poor folks who deserve help. Right around this time of year, especially,
one of the biggest kicks I get out of life is contributing
a few bucks to some worthy cause like a hospital or an
old folks home, and I think it's a shame that more
peoJle who could do it don't take advantage of the
chance to enjoy the satisfaction that comes from sharing a little of what they have with those who need it.
But it's an entirely different proposition when the
government tries to tell me that I have to share my
hard-earned money with these down-and-outers. As a
Christiap I have to do good works to prove my faith,
but as - a- citizen -I don't owe anybody anything. At
least, that's the way I see it.
Regards,
G.G.
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The fine Arts

Le Corbusier's Concrete Palace
---------------------8 y

EVE UX vVJLL BE stud ied long after most ol the rest
of Corbusier's work has been forgotten. The Do ·
minicans have a house of studies here in which the
members of the Order arc prepared in a seven-year
course for their work in all the world.
Corbusier wanted the outward form to express the
spiritual function of the building. Outside of the
church, provision had to be made for one hundred cells
for professors and students, for classrooms, refectory,
chapter house, library, reading room, and cloisters, to
be used as connecting corridors. In 1955 the work wa~
begun 'in the architect's studios. Money was so scarce
that, instead of using reinforced concrete, a great deal
of pre-s tressed material was used. A study of the pictures reveals the stern lines and the utter simplicity of
the work. At top is a view from the northwest. The
Church Tower with its oddly shaped bell cote can be
seen at the extreme left.
'I he second view is a view from the south side showing how the building rests on the slope or the land so
that ample space is provided beneath the building for
passage-ways, recreation areas, and courtyards.
The third picture shows the east side with the simp le
entry and the space for conversation s with visitors
through the cell walls.
Everything is kept in its raw, strong elemental form
in order that the things which arc physical and material
give way to the things of the spirit. The whole atmosphere is ideally suited to study and prayer.
The great French architect, like so many others of
our time, has gone into a fantastic use of concrete and
concrete aggregates in many of his buildings but never
to the same extent as at Eveux. Only the new constructions for the Olympics in Rome could begin to
rival the daring use of concrete which is manifested
here. Ever since the building of lo tre Dame at the.:
Ronchamp, a new spirit has been moving in the liturgical arts and architecture of France. The sheer gift
of simplicity, and even poverty, may serve to bring back
a new appreciation of the heart and core of true Christianity. All that has been coveretl up by myriad statues,
frescoes, vaults, capitals, finials; etc., may now come to
light as the true elements of arch itecture are exposed
also in the structure of the church. A new clay for
doctrine may rise out of the new form for the building.
Surely no one co uld undergo the balm and healing of
the simplicity of the study rooms and halls of Eveux
without being hurt by the over-dramatized and tense
atmosphere of the Baroque blight which one finds so
ohen as the pattern for the church.
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R A P H A E L

KRETZMANN

The Music Room

An Unappreciated Masterpiece
-----------------------------B y

SINCE I HAVE profound respect for the erudition ot
Hans Joachim Moser, who wrote a definitive biogniphy of Heinrich Schuetz, an invaluable M usiklexikon,
and other important books, I feel obliged to count to
ten many times before venturing to disagree with any of
his judgments.
Sometime ago a kind spirit prompted me to restudy
much of the music of Antonin Dvorak. One day I decided to consult Moser's Musiklexikon. What does this
renowned scholar think of Dvorak? Do the compositions ' written by the famous Czech find favor in the
eyes of Moser?
I had reached my own conclusion about Dvorak long
before I went to Moser's Musiklexikon for what I hoped
would be real enlightenment. Why should I hesitate
for one moment to say as emphatically as I can that in
my opinion one has every right to speak of Dvorak, this
dyed-in-the-wool man of the Czech people, as a composer who achieved genuine and lasting greatness?
I do not intend to discuss Dvorak's Symphony fr:om
the New World, a classic which altogether too many
of the copycats who concoct program notes are in the
habit of calling the New World Symphony.
No,
another work from Dvorak's extraordinary facile and
resourceful pen ·is in my thoughts as I write. It 1s a
composition titled Symphonic Variations, Op. 78.
Have you ever heard Dvorak's Symphonic Variations?
I cannot find fault with you if this masterpiece has
been an unknown quantity in your life. It is seldom
performed. Why? I wish I knew. Many conductors,
I make bold to say, are completely unaware of its
ravishing beauty and of the remarkable skill it exemplifies in the fields of inventiveness and instrumentation.
Some of them, I suppose, are even unaware of the existence of this work.
Dvorak took a theme which composers of lesser stature would regard as intractable so far as the construction of variations is concerned. But in his hands this
melody is by no means stubborn or unruly. I myself
never tire of hearing Dvorak's Symphonic Variations.
Every time I listen to the work, I discover something
new in its pages.
But what does Moser say about Dvorak? I do not
question his right to embrace and defend any view
he chooses to put on paper; but I do think that his
judgment goes berserk when, for one reasoil or another,
he finds ewig sprudelndes Musikantentutr( · ("ever-lastingly bubbling street~band music") in the compositions
of Dvorak. The Symphonic Variations, like many other
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works Dvorak wrote, does not din ewig sprudelndes
Musikantentum into my ears, which, I confess, are
often a bit finical. No, I consider Dvorak's Symphonic
Variations a masterpiece in the true sense of the word.
Moser's opinion of Dvorak is straightforward. Nevertheless, I hold it to be as indefensible as it is gratuitous.
Is it indefensible to call to the witness stand men
who were gathered to their fathers many years ago? No.
I am sure that Johannes Brahms, Franz Liszt, Hans
von Buelow, and Hans Richter would side with me
in my evaluation of the ability and the importance of
Dvorak as a composer.
Dvorak was a man of the people. He took much of
the character of his melodic material from the hearts
of his fellow Czechs. Then he treated his melodies
with masterly skill and put them back into the hearts
of his countrymen. But this was not all. Millions of
non-Czechs throughout the world have taken this unassuming man's music to their hearts and continue to
enjoy and treasure it. I am happy to be one of them,
Moser or no Moser. Dvorak had much in common
with Franz Schubert. .
Whenever I listen to Dvorak's Symphonic Variations,
I think of a story which glib-tongued Eduard Hanslick
told about a meeting with Brahms. One day Hanslick
encountered Brahms on a boat. He did not recognize
his friend immediately; for Brahms had grown a beard,
which, as Hanslick reports, had made his physiognomy
almost indiscernible.
This reminded Hanslick ot
Brahms's variations which frequently forced one to
listen most intently for their basis. But the Brahmsian
features were there in spite of the beard. In like
manner, the Dvorakian physiognomy is always present
in the ingeniously and magically constructed Symphonic
Variations. Listen, and you will see.

Some Important Recordings
ANTONIN DVORAK.
Symphonic Variations, Op. 78.
PETER IL YICH TCHAIKOVSKY. Variations on a Theme,
from Suite No. 3, in G Major. The Philharmonia Orchestra
under Sir Malcolm Sargent. Both works are excellent, but
Dvorak's composition is a genuine maste·rpiece. The readings
are lucid and properly eloquent.
Capitol. ANTONIN
DVORAK. Serenade for String Orchestra, in E Major, 0 p. 22;
·: ~.l~vonic Rhapsody in G Minor, Op 45, No. 2; Slavonic Rhapsody
~;~ A Flat Major, Op. 45, No . 3.
The Bambe-rg Symphony Orchestra under the late F·ritz Lehmann. Fine readings of enchantingly . 'Telodiou8 and masterfully scored works. Decca. ANTONIN; DVORAK. Symphony from the New World. The
London Symphony Orchestra under Leopold Ludwig. An exe>mplary performance ~f an ever-popul:a.r symphony from the new
world, not · out the new world. Everest.
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BOOKS OF THE MONTH
RELIGION
rHE HUMANITY OF GOD
By Karl Barth (John Knox Press, $2.50)
Transllated by Thomas Wieser and John
Newton Thomas
Karl Barth once opined tha t an American, any American, was as such probably
too pragmatic ever to spend the time and
energy necessary to comprehend his frequently ~nvolved theology. That is strike
one against me.
R ecently Barth has also
noticed that Roman Catholics ( mirabile
dictu) have been the critics most understanding of and compatible with his th eology. That is strike two. This revi ew will
probabl y b e strike three, but strike three
swinging.
The three essa::s drawn togethe·r in this
volume, although they come from a spread
of seven years .in th e author's life, are h ailed
as "the new Barth," "a new change of
direction in evangelical theology," "Barth's
new theology. "
StudellJts of Barth have
for the last generation been aware of
peregrinations in the master. Not infrequentl y the Barthians among them were
caught off bas~ defending the last word
of the master only to find tha t there was
another last word <from him which now
invalidated the one they were defending.
A continental con temporary says tha t it
often appears as though Barth were drum
major at the h e.ad of a line of Barthians
marching shou•l d er to shoulder across the
theologic al plain.
At irregular in<tervals
Barth would make a ninety degree turn
and -the Barthians who were farthest from
the master had to run the faste5t to keep
in line.
Nevertheless serious critics of Bar.th in
Roman, Reformed and Lutheran traditions
(Balthasar, Berkouwer, W.ingren) have all
acknowledged the basic uni-ty and change"!e.ssness in the core of •B arth's theology, from
The Epistle to the Romans of 1919 through
the metaJmorphoses up to the late 1"950's.
Thus when a volume claims to present a
genuinely new Barth, it may be news. And
if the new Barth h~ "a deeper und erstanding of Christology," Lutheran readers
ought to perk up their ears, for this has
been the focus of Lutheran criticism of
Barth for forty years. Not that he d enie s
Christ or any such thing. No, for him too,
Jesus Chri£t is the answer to man's dilwrma.
But Barth's understanding of man's dilemma
has so ofren bee n expressed by ·him in terms
of man's ·theological ignorance - not knowing what God is - thaf the role of J esus
Ghrist is reduced to that of a theological
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informer . To be sure, H e is •a ·theological
informer par excellence, but fina:lly just an
informer to reve:al •to man what God has
always thought about him - viz., "you are
elelcted for fellowship with me, d espite your
creaturely circumstances a nd finitudes to
the contrary." J esus Christ doesn't really
have <to change God's mind a bout man,
but man's m1nd about God.
Thus a new Christology would indeed
be a big "clue to Barth's n ew theology."
It is my opinion tha t there are some asp ects of a new Christology in •this volume,
but they are n ot the items wihich the tra nslators cite in the introduction, nor what the
publish ers note on the dust jacket.
As the tide indicates, the hum anity of
God is the new quality and clue. Barth
is emph asizing God's involvem ent with ma n
in disti nct contrast to his original emphasis
on <the absolute otherness of God, the absolute qualitMive distinction between infinite
God a nd finite crea;turely man.
"God's
d eity includes his humanit y" and this "is a
Ghristological sta tem ent . . . gro unded in
an d to be unfolded from Christology ( p.
46 ) ." If th ere is something n ew in Barth's
Christology it may the quality of •the manhood which h e sees in J esus Christ. But
t h a t doesn't appear to be constant throughout the ·three essays understandably
enough in vie·w of their seven-year spread
- and no t eve n within the title essay itself.
One statement that looks new, "God's free
substitution for him (man)" is actually an
inaccurate transla tion for "God 's fre e
Eintreten (advocacy, taking sides) for him"
(p. 51) . "J esus does not d espise me n, but
takes them .into H~s h ear.t and sets Himself
in their place . . . sacrifice(s) Himself for
the human race ... " (p. 51). Actually the
best is from the olde.st essay of 1953,
" (God) delivered (man) from the imprisonment and slavery which was and still
is his human lot . In the death of Jesus
Christ, perfect reconciliation, beyond any
need for improve<ment or repe.tition, took
place once and for all. In His resurrection,
and nowhere else, as long as time lasts,
God 's aot of reconciJiation is unmistakably
revealed" (p. 81).
However, what Barth is concerned about
in the title essay is not really the humanity
of God, if by humanity is meant the manhood of the second person of the Trinity.
Barrh's own word is not the "Menschhei•t"
of God, but "Menschlichkeit."
Whether
thelfe is a convenient single English word
Jor this ~s doubtful.
Perhaps "humanen ess" comes closer to Barth's concern. What
he is talking about is .the man-rda.tedness

of everythi ng .that God does.
It is this
which constitutes a vast departure from
what Barth once said in •the p as•t. In those
d:ays h e was proclaiming the "Goettlichkeit"
(not "Gotthe it") of God, ~he self-contained a nd "overpoweringly loft y and distant, strange, yes eve n wholl y other" theacentrici t y of God. Not the di ety of God in
contrast with hi.s humanity, as one might
consider in the God-man J es us Christ, but
·the divinity of a God who does not need
to bother with human beings.
Now Barth lis saying tha t God is still
free to get along without any connection
with men, but this is no>t whaJt theology is
concerned abou t, for o f this God theology
can say nothing.
The only God which
Christian theology knows is the God who is
"•menschlich," human ely man-redated. "An
abstract doctrine of God has no place in
the Christii.an realm, only a 'doctrine of
God and of man,' a doctrine of the commerce and commun:icacion between God and
man." (p. 11 ). For ·this sort of Christian
endeavor the term theology, litera lly .taken
as "the science and doctrine of God," would
rightly have to b e expanded, says Barth, to
"the-anthropology." Wha t makes this kind
of theology "evangelicail" is that this "commerce and communion b etwee n God and
man (is) informed by the gospel of J es us
Christ as h e.ard in Holy Scripture" (p. 11).

If such words make Lutherans happy,
.th ey should. Brother Martin hardly said
it be tter ( W A 8, 126) : " If anyone would
discourse in Christian fashion on sin and
.g race, on law and gospel, on Christ a nd
man, h e must steadfastl y discourse on nothing else than God and man in Christ."
T-his V'iew of theology is the opener for
the first of >the three essays ·i n the volume,
Evangelical Theology in the 19th Century.
Barth sees evangelical the-anthropology as
an ellipse, a figure with two centers, God
and m a n, both necessary for 1the existence
of the f·igure. The I 9oth century e vangelical
theologijans almost forgot · the God center
of the ellipse in their concern to work out
a theology of cultural r elevance.
Nineteenth century "theology - ·and th.is was
its strength exposed ~tsel.f to the world
. . . Tlheology, however, went overboard
- and this was its weakness - insofar as
confrontation with the conJtempora.ry age
was its decisive and primary concern."
(p. 18f)
This t heology of cultural releva nce failed.
The greatest such theologian of the century,
Schleiermacher, was not respected by the
most cultured man of the a,ge, Goethe, and
'''did not acquire a ny sign,it1icance for the
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bro:ad mass of the 'cultured' •t o whom (he)
had addressed himself so improssively
The thinking af the awakening labor class
of the nineteenth century was even less influenced." (p. 22) "Theology worked on
the gene-rail assumption tha.t relatedness to
the world is its primary •task and on the
specific assumption that there is a possibility for general acceptance of the Christian faith" (p. 23).

summary answer is "Menschenfreundlichkeit." God really does like people. In
Je5us Christ we have the mirror of the
fa.therly heart. The condescension of God
in Jesus Christ brings about the exaltation
of man. Who and what is God? Jesus
Christ is God. What he does lis wha.t God
does. "He and no other is the living God
. . . the truth of God is exactly this and
nothing e'lse."

Faith was the prime concern of nineteenth century theology, but faith . was
moulded via the theologians' presumptions
into being "the real•izatlion of one form of
man's spiritual life and self-awareness" (p.
26), "an external and internal disposition
and emotion of man, namely his piety which might well be Christian piety" (p.
39). Yet "there is no reason why the attempt of ChristJian anthropocentrism should
not be made" (p. 24).
Theology does
consider man's commerce with God, but
"man's relation to God is based on God's
dealings wi•th man, and not conversely"
p. 25).
In the nineteenth century this
other center of the ellipse moved over to
the anthropo-center.
The Christian gospel cou~d only be asserted "by understanding i•t and inte·rpretling it as a statement,
an expression, a predicate, or a symbol of
the Christian's inner experience" (p. 26).

This is Barth's New Ghristology, but it
still has a way to go to catch up Wlith the
New Testament. E.g., in the entire essav
from pp. 38-65 Barth succeeds in avoiding
one single reference to the cross, crucifixion,
or death of Ghrist. Can any seriously New
Testament kind of Ghristology make that
statement? Y eot Barth says ( p. 46 ) his new
"Christological perspectlve" comes ".from
the superior and more exact standpoint of
the central and entire witness of Holy
Scripture."

Barth made his theological mark in the
first part of this century by zeroing •i n for
a hull's eye on the theo-cente•r of the evangelical elltipse, and now in these last days
he is looking at the whole ellipse, cai11ing for
bifocal theology, namely, the-anthropology.
The title e.ssay on The Humanity of God
spells out rus the-anthropology. The humanity of God means "God's ·relation to and
•turning toward man . . . the God who
speaks with man in promise and command.
lt represents God's existence, intercession,
and actiV'ity for man, ·the intercourse God
holds with him . . . (His will to be)
nothing other than the God of man" (p.
3 7). J,t is God's "togetherness" and "dialogue" with man.
As Barth evaluaJtes his former monofocal perspective wherein "redemption was
viewed as consisting in the abali·tion of ·t he
creatureliness of the creature, the swallowing of inunanence by transcendence, and in
conformity wi.rh these the demand for faith
like a spring into the abyss," he says, "All
this ... was ... said ... in part heretically." (p. 43).
The new Ohristology (pp. 46-52) is built
on the question, "who and what God is."
This was Barth's question forty years ago.
Then he answered .it wi,th statements that
were mainly negations· - statements saying
what man was not. (Mostly typical of that
day and age was one of Barth's works entitled simply "Nein!") · Now the question
is the same with this modification: "Who
and what is God in Jesus Christ." The
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Barth can indulge in the luxury of avoiding the dea.th of Ghrist because for his
theology it really has no crucia·l significance.
On other occasions he can see and does
frequently discuss •the implications of the
crucifixion, but he can proclaim his Christian gospel without it.
His gospel lS
basically that "God likes people" and from
eterruty has de.creed (predestined) to do
so. What happens in J esus Christ is illustrative material to drive home this eternal
truth. The cross of Christ shows how far
God will go in his desire to drive home this
truth. But in the cross of Christ nothing
actually happens as far as God's relation
to man is concerned. The purpose of the
cross for BarTh is God's last d~tch s·tand to
get man to change his relationship to God,
to get him to trust that God is indeed merciful with him; for lcok at all the bother
God has gone to to demonstrate this.
Others have said 1•t before me, but I
concur that Barth is s.till closer to theologians of the nineteenth cen tury than he may
recognize. His basic concern is lar.g ely the
same as theirs: to change man's thinking
about God. In seeking tt> answer man's
basic question he dON give the Christian
answer: Jesus Christ. But has Barth really
been asking the right question?
B-arth's
basic theological question ~s "who ·and
what is God." This is somewhat different
from the initial question of the Reformers,
"How do I find a merciful God." In both
cases "Jesus Christ" is the answer. But
the answers are still quite differen1t. The
Reformers' gracious God is focused on the
theology of the cross.
But Barth does
not have -to mention it.
The gracious God of the cross does not.
memly show man to wha.t extremes God is
wi•Jiling to go tt> save him, but shows .i n what
extremes man really is from which he has
to be saved in ¢he first place. "My God,
my God, why hast thou forsaken me" is not

the raving of a m·a n in coma who doesn't
know that God really loves him, but is the
factual statement of e,veryman. For Barth
this is not so. Everyman may think that
God is at work forsaking him, paying off
the wages of his sin, but "really God is doing
nothing of tt he sort. God's election of that
man has been from eterruity, actually an
election apart from whatever J cs us Christ
is and does. What man needs is information of this ~ternal decision.
But is not the cross more <than just inform ation, even informacion of man's existence in extremis?
Is it not God concretely doing something about it?
The
cross changes man's situation in extr·emis.
It changes God's verdict about men. Man's
relationship with God would not be what
it is •if Christ had not ooed. For Barth, it
seems, it would.
J.t is not the humani ty of J esus Christ
that re,·tores relationship with God. Nor is
it God's humane attitude 't oward men that
does this. It is the kind of human that the
Son of God becomes - doomed to death
like a ny sinner and the action, not
mere.Jy the attitude, that God takes "delivering up his Son for us all" which constitute
the core of the GospeJ. And ·the apostolic
creeds are surely not far from this center
when th ey concentrate on Him "who for
us men and for our salvation was incarnate,
crucified also for us (i.e., in our place)
under Pont1us Pilate.
Heo suffered and
was buried." It appears that Barth does
not have to speak of this to talk about th .~
humanity of his God. Then how close is
his Ohristology to the "superior and more
exact standpoint of the central and en tire
witness of Holy Scripture"?
Maybt'1 Barth's Christology is on the
move. I think it still has some to •g o before it hits this "central and entire witness."
EDWARD H . SCHROEDER

GENERAL
THE PACIFIERS

By Mack Hanan (Li ttle, Brown, $5.00 )
Another blind man from Hindustan has
appeared to describe the elephant, the elephant in this case being homo Americanus,
a species to which you and I, genotle reader,
belong, whether we recognize ourselves m
the descriptions that have been written of
it or not.
The last blind man from Hindustan who
had a go at describing us found that we
were essen~iaUy status seekers, something
on the order of hens in a chicken-run
where the peck1ng order was still in the
process of being worked out.
Brother
Hanan suggests that we are more on the
order of infants who are kept quiet and
doci•le by gene.rous use of certain pacifiers
which are being constantly thrust upon us

21

by Big Marna, the advertising industry.
He contends that these pacifiers are ·t he
true symbols by which homo Americanus
lives. And 'the disturbing thing about his
book is . tha-t he may be right. For the best
evidence ~hat these symbols do appeal to
us is the fact that their usc in adver·tising
has done a first-rate job of selling such
various commodities as hair preparations
(the Breck Girl ) , aspirin (B-uffe.rin cures
"executive pain" ) , cake flour (Betty Crocker), co-la drinks ("The Sociables"), shirts
(the Hathaway man), and a host of other
products which are differentiated from their
competitors chiefly or eve,n solely b>· the
f-aC't that they appeal to a certain image of
what we think we are or wish we were.
What, then, are these symbols by which
we live? Hanan suggests that the.y are 'the
Five S's: sex, success, security, sociability,
and . sophistication.
The dual na.ture of
the sex symbol is best represented, perhaps,
by the lingerie adve.rtisement which prodaims that "Evcry man wants his woman
on a pedestal. " H ere is what Hanan calls
the Princess - aloof ·a nd remote, antisepticaBy dean and yet capable of arousing
male passions: the ideal of American women.
And here a lso is her counterfoil,
the " love slave," whose whole purpose in
life is to bring homage to hjs princess who
will, presumably, reward him from time
to time with evidences of her grace and
favor.
The success symbol is pe.rson:ified in "the
executive," the man of many cares and
pressures who is, nevertheless. equal to the
situation though his s·trength has to be
buttressed by proprietary medicines; tension-relievers, and regular returns to the
peace and quiet of his suburban home. The
Executive is a man who, by golly, would
rather burn out than rust out, whose time
is valuable, and who sits in the lonely prison
of an executive suite, making decisions.
And who is the symbol of security?
That's right:
Mother. Mother may be
the mil.Jing company rthat makes those absolutely fool-proof box cakes, or the corporation tha:t takes a personal interest in
each of its employees and loves ·to speak
of them collectively as its "family," or the
airline rt hat soothes the fretful traveler
with not two but three stewardesses and
music by Muzak. Under whatever guise
Mother presents herself, it is not that of a
real mother whose concern is thaJt her sons
grow up to padd~e their own canoes but
that of the neurotic's dream mother - all
bo5om and soft-tal·k and no brain or backbone.
For sociabiJity we have the laughing
young folks with either the wind and the
rain in their hair or the fumes from a
cookout in their nostrils.
The Sociables
love people and the only cloud in their
endless round of sunny days and starlit
nights is the threat that they might, by
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some ill-timed word or act, cease to be
"popular."
The Sociables are therefore
eager to pleaso not only their friends ·
and their families but evervbodv. Or, to
put it more accuratelv, they are eager not
to offend. Sociability is th e syrnbol of the
summum bonum -for th e adolescent, a type
which is apparentlv to be identified not so
much chronologicallv as temperamentally.
Finallv, we have the infJuentials the
people in th e know, the men-about-town
who are personally acquainted with all of
the headwaiters in the beat restaurants, the
opinion-makers who serve as the arbitres
elegantiarum in our egalitarian societv.
They smoke the thinking-man's cigareH~;
they buy the be.st sellers, if only to display
them on their coffee-tables; they do the
galleries and mak e the opening nights. The
influentials, at least in our day, are never
gauche; they are to be iderutifi ed by their
careful observance of what Hanan calls the
"Law of Conspicuous Non-Consumption. "
a law whi ch found what was probably its
most perfect expression in the advertisement which ·touted the Ben.tlev as a ca i·
suitable for those who were t~o diffident
to barrel through the streets in a RollsRoyce.
That .is how Hanan sees the elephant.
Whether he sees the whole elephant is, of
course, anoth~r question.
But wh en the
blind man of Hindustan in the poem got
a firm grip on the elephant's tail and announced .that it was very like a rope he
was right - if partial in his understanding
of the whole beast. Perhaps we statusseekers should take the pacifiers out of our
mouths for a while and try to get a good
look at wha•t we n·all,· are, in the whole
and on the whole.

SACCO-VANZETTI:
THE MURDER AND THE MYTH
By Robert H. Montgomery (D evi n-Adair,

$5.00 )
This book should settle, once for all, a
question revived at intervals during the
last thirty-thrl'e years: Were Nicola Sacco
and Bartolom:·o Vanze<tti guilty of the murders for which •they were executed, or were
they innocent victims of judicial murder
·s.::lely because they were foreigners and anarchists?
On April 15, 1920, during the course of
a payroll robbery in South Braintree, Mass.,
a paymaster and his guard were shot and
killed. Sacco and Vanzetti, the two accused, received a verdict of guilty on July
14, 1921. Their conviction was based on
direct and circumstantial evidence, the latter being of primary importance in the
opinion of the jurors. Motions for new
trials and appeals kept the men alive until
1927, w'hen ·t he mandatory d eath sentence
was finally imposed. Execution, twice de-

layed by the Governor, took place August

23, 1927.
Before the tria l started, a group of an·
archists organized a Sa cco- V~nzetti Defense
Committee.
They were joined by the
American Civil Liberties Union, and later
b v the International Labor Defense Committee, and "a multitude of .front organizations, radical labor unions, the radical press,
paid publicists, and volunteer agitators."
:\ huge amount of money ($360,000 by
July 31, 1925) was collected and spent in
legal defense and propaganda. In order to
obtain evidence upon which to base motions
for a new trial, the defense induced various
prisoners to "confess" to ~he crime for
which Sacco and Vanzetti were convicted.
They also used blackmail, intimidation and
bribery to persuade witnesses to repudiate
their testimony. When none of this suffi ced, the D efens e Committee and its sympathizers resorted to vil•i fication and character assassination.
Governor Fuller, in
response to a p etition for clemency, undertook an investigation of the case, aided by
an Advisory Committee composed of Judge
Robe11t Grant, President Lowell of Harvard,
and Pres ident Stratton of M.I.T.
They
concurr(•d in the verdict. They, the trial
judge, and the prosecuting attorney were
variously called murderers, hangmen, traffickers in pardons, double dealers, suborners
of perjury, suppressors of evidence, tricksters,
and conspirators. Extravagance in vituperation was equalled only b y attempts to
glorify Sacco and Vanzetti. While Heywood Broun was calling President Lowell
"hangman," and referring to Harvard as
"Hangman's House," other less well-known
literary figures were busily composing prose
and verse which likened ' the murde·rers, particularly Vanzetri, wi,th sick~ning frequenc y
to Jesus Christ.
The case, says Mr. Montgomery "was
.
\
'
t'xplOited for the purpose of toppling America. destroy[ng capitalism and bringing the
world revolution."
Further:
"That so
many men and women of good will and
supposed intelligence, not all of them eggh ea ds or sentimentalists, should have joined
in this shame£ul exploitation is a m easure
of the success of the techniques which have
set a pattern of exploitation for cases of
the same kind which were to follow." The
author is particularly distressed over the
book which Felix Frankfurte.r wrote about
th e case in 1927. It has, he says, "done
incalcu!Jable harm because of a plausibility
gained from mis-statements, ar·tful distortion, and deliberate suppression"; it is "unreliable in •its statements of .fact and its
conclusions of law."
Mr. Montgomery has been in law practice in B-oston since his admission to the
Massachusetts Bar in 1912. Anyone following his painstaking presentation of the
elaborate ramif1cations of this affair arTHE CRESSET

rives inescapably at the conclusion that the
men were guilty; that they had a fair trial;
that the Sacco-VanzNti case was, in the
words of Justice Oliver Wendell Holmes,
"turned into a text by the reds."
THOMAS WOLFE:

A BIOGRAPHY

B)' Elizabeth Nowell (Doubleday, $5.95)
The trouble with Thomas Wolfe was
that he never grew up. He spent an unhappy childhood in the city of Asheville,
where he was born in 1900.
Through
graduation from the University of North
Carolina, three years of further study at
Harvard, three years spent in what he
called the "odious !bondage of teaching,"
several trips to Europe, and a total of fiteen
years of writing in New York City, he remained tightly circumscribed by his own
egocentricity, and perennially adolescent.
Miss Nowell was Wolfe's literary agent
and friend. It appears that she has creditably performed a skillful separation of the
prodigious amoun1t of factual from th e smail
proportion of purely fictional material con··
tained in her subject's identifiably autobiographical noveJs. While she has relied
substantially upon his own interpretation
o( himself, particularly as seen 111 the
character of Eugene Garut, protagonist of
his first novel, Look Homeward, A·ngel,
she could not conscientiously accept this
evaluation in toto. Despite her charitable
trr.:ttment, from her pages emerges a man
who was a boor and a bore (Miss Nowell
died before her book was published; she
would be horrified at <the application of
these epithets to Tom); an author whose
exuberant talent knew not the trammels
of discipline. The biography is occasionally
repetitious, and quotes far 1too extensively
for the reader's comfort from Wolfe's writings. One quoted letter cove.rs seventeen
printed pages.
Thomas Wolfe wrote, as he talked, compulsively. A verbal avalanche flowed from
his tongue onto paper at a rate of five
thousand words or more daily. H e was
comple.tely laclcing in restraint, critical faculty, and organizing ability.
Large segments of prose having no relation to the
book in progress proliferated almost involuntarily. Asked to delete fifty thousand
words, he would add 75,000. Responsibility for fitting this welter of material into some recognizable form, into the framework of •the novel or other publishable
unit, had to be assumed by an editor. In
this unorthodox fashion, two novels, a volume of shorter pieces, and a little book
dealing with his methods as a writer, were
issued during his lifetime.
Posthumous
publications assembled from •the estimated
million words left in unpublished manuscript form include ltwo mo~e long novels
and a book of short stories.
Look Homeward, Angel, published m
DECEMBER,

1960

1929, was financially successful, and established tentative.ly Wolfe's reputation as a
novchist. Six years later, when Of · Time
and the River appeared, acclaim was more
general and more enthusiastic. His novels
are n01t well~blended mixtures of literary
ingredients. He flung into his kettle of
fiction huge handfuls of "strife and wandering, tul"bulencc and chaos" of which, he
lamented, his own life was composed, and
proceeded at a full rolling boil. The resulting concoctions contain unassimilated elements. Sonorous phrases, in which meaning is often sacrificed to rhythm. roll out
over the pages, leaving them drenched
with the doubts and fears of youth, its
longings and frustrations , its agonies and
ecstasies. While the recipe has appeal (the
Germans loved him - all that verbosity and
sentiment), this prolonged bludgeoning of
the reader's emot ions induces a certain
numbness.
After Eugene Cant, an encounter with Holden Caulfield provides a
welcome reduction in decibel content. Yet
no prose wri•ter of this century has excelled
Wolfe in the ability to reproduce in words
exquisitely sensitive responsiven ess to all
phases of sensuous experience. Such poignant expression of genuine emotion is too
rare to be disparged.
During the last few months of his life,
Wolfe seemed to be outgrowing •tota l preoccupation with himself. ' Just short of his
thirty-eighth birthday, he died of miliary
tuberculosis. With him died a great talent
which he never learned .fully to use. Had
he achieved maturit)', all the passion and
energy, the fine command of the English
language, which were his, could have become far more e·ffective instruments than
in earlier efforts to transmute into literary
form the sense of the strangeness of life,
of its beauty and tragedy, with which he
himself was so richly imbued.
THE GREAT CONTEST

By Isaac Deutsche·r (Oxford University
Press, $2.75)
Despite occasional exaggera•tions and inaccuracies, this book by the man who
has been remarkably accurate in the past
in predicting what will happen in the Kremlin is a sobering, perhaps frightening,
look at the challenge we face.
Deutscher sees a Soviet Union in which
freedom willl grow and the economic status
of the people be raised tremendously. He
sees the Communist world making trem endous economic strides and all of
this having a big impact on the undeveloped
nations of the world, the nations which
will ultima•tely swing the balance of the
world in our direction or toward the Communists.
Deutscher rightfullly sees greater economic cooperation among the non-Com-

munist countries as essential to successful[\·
meeting the challenge.
The Communist weakness is m the Reddominated countries of Eastern Europe.
The author writes: "The effective Western answer to the Soviet challenge can
lie only in a genuine demonstration of
superior e-fficiency, that is, the West's ability to secure without the 'help' of armament,
full empiloyment . and continuously rising
standards of living, and to secure these
while preserving and enlarging its heritage
of political frpedom . Can We6tern society,
as at present constituted, meet the Soviet
challenge in this way?"
Deutscher's book does not answer the
question.
But it performs a service by raising the
question.
CARP'S WASHINGTON

By Frank G. Carpenter (McGraw-Hill,
$5.75)
Frank Carpenter was Washington corresJ:Ondent for the Cleveland Leader back in
the 1880's. His wife carefully preserved his
columns in scrapbooks, his daughter has
now edited them for book publication, and
tht- publisher has concocted a dust-jacket
reminiscPnt of Phineas T. Barnum.
"Carp" was not a political ana lyst. Gossip-columnist comes much closer. But gossip-columning in the 1880's was much more
discreet than it is today, so that one finds
the juicy tidbits ra•ther infrequent in Carp's
columns - and always anonymous if even
remotely savory. Walter Winchell couldn't
earn the price of a new hat on half the circumspection .
Perhaps it's the ge.nre, perhaps it's this
rPviewer's frustrMed historical interests (the
book contains almost nothing of interest to
a historian of the period), or perhaps Carp
just isn't the contempora1·y ro3.der's kettle
of fish whMe·v er the explanation, we
were disappointed. The thought occurred
frequently that Washington reporting has
improved tremendously in cigh ty years.
Even Drew Pearson at le.ast manages to
be far racier in his "spirited account of
certain somewhat scandalous goings-on" in
the capital. Carp, of course, had no intention of being an Alsop or Reston or even
a Pearson. But when one is told to expect
scandal, one has a right to complain if
he isn't scandalized.
But let's be fair and get another opinion.
Allen Drury of Advise and Consent fame
found the book "a delightful and charming
picture of the national capital 111 the
eighties. "
Choose your expert.
FREEDOM TO FARM

By Ezra Taft Be.nson (Doubleday, $3.95)
Some of the first chapters of this book
should be enjoyed by readers with a farming background as the author recalls boy-
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hood experiences, both n.sfstailigic and refreshing, of the good old dfiys around hi~
home in Idaho in the earl* 1900s. After
reading his book the reader will have no
doubt that Mr. Benson has a wealth of
knowledge of farms and farming in this
country. Otherwise, his book is a long
and weary, one man's opinion of what he
thinks should be done about the so-calle.d
curse of overproduction and surplus confronting American agriculture.
The author is trying to convey to the
general public his eight-year attempt to
bind the modern fanner to the supply and
demand agricultural oconomy ·that prevailed
during the early 1900s and especially from
1920 to 1933. He fails to explain or reconcile the incompatible complexities between
freedom to produce· and the dilemma confronting the fanner at the market place.
For example: at the present time, the
fanner receives e.ighrt cents a quart for
whole milk while the consumer pays
twenty-four cen.ts a quart .for the same
product in a bottle at the re•tail grocer's.
Freedom to farm, yes. Freedom to barter
and market, no.
He r;oints out to the
American consumer that •the cost of food
products is high; but he does not point
out that as that cost has soared during the
past seven years, prices paid to the producer have steadily declined. He does not
justify effectively the reason for high consumer food prices coming in the wake of
the technological re.volution in American
agriculture. The fanner with his ingenious
skill and dedication to his ever increasing
scientific profession must be pena:lized, ridiculed, and subjected to lower prices and
lower standards of living while his food
products are prohibitive from a cost basis
to a great many Americans and starving
millions the world over.
Mr. Benson goes -to great length reviewing past Congressional actions and devotes
entirely too much time .in defending his own
farm policie6. His s!oanted and politically
pal'tisan views of the farm dilemma should
. be read with an open mind. A more authentic and less biased economic and political history of American agriculture can
be found elsewhere.
JoHN

E.
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DON'T FORGET TO WRITE

By· Art Buchwald (World, $3.95)
TOTAL RECOIL

By Kyle Crichton (Doubleday, $3.95)

If you have some old paragraphs in your
files, or if you have some random, fairly
interesting thoughts to jot down, you can
become the author of a book, for, apparently, publishers are .willing and eager
to produce volumes of this nature, judging
by these :two.
Art Buchwald, who is Paris correspondent

24

for the New York Herald Tribune, has collected eighty-f.ive of his columns which
originally appeared in the English edition of that newspaper, and has published
them as a book, thus getting paid twice
for •the same material. But since most of
his · work has never appeared in this country,
this was a good -idea. His columns are
humorous and well written, though some of
them show signs of age. Buchwald is at
his best w.hen he tries to illlterpret Paris
and the French to Americans, a skill at
which he is delightfuUy successful.
While Buchwald has at least grouped
his material into topics on similar subjects,
Kyle Crichton in Total Recoil has thrown
his anecdotes, prejudices, and witticisms
together with no thought to organizMion.
But his agreement with Double.day was
that he would write as somC'thing came to
mind, and the resul•t is an agreeable hodgepodge. In his years as an editor on Scribners and Colliers, Crichton had the opportunity to meet a:lmost everyone in the literary and enltertainment world, and he has
many amusing stories ·to relate on his experiences with Thomas Wolfe, Faulkner,
Hemingway, Caldwell and a host of actors
and entertainers.
Surprisingly, the disorganization of the book adds to its enjoyment, perhaps in a way never intended
for the reader win .find himself try·i ng to
determine why the previous subject reminded the author \ of his next topic.
FOLLOW THE NORTH STAR

By Tay Thomas (Doubleday, $3.50)

tion of short fiction published within the
Soviet Union since the Bolshevik revolution
of 1917, the second a pious attack on
Communist inhumanity written by an anonymous Hungarian -present to the W estern
reader a painfully clear picture of what
happens to men, and .to art, under the
pressures of an ideological war.
Oddly
enough, if one is seeking arguments in
favor of freedom, the Soviet fiction itself
offers the most powerful one.s.
In the selection edited by Mr. Yannolinsky, two sorts · of fiction are represented. The first is for the most part of
pre-World War Two vintage, when the artist in the USSR. was still in large m~asure
a free agent, when it was not necessarily
a political crime to express opinions about
the nature of man.
Within this period
appear stories by such fine writers as Isaac
Babel, Yevgeny Zamiatin, Boris Pasternak,
and Mikhail Zoshchenko.
The second (and current) p eriod shows
off writers of lesser talent, their work
stripped of personality, ·their intentions
transparently socialistic. It dates from the
summe•r of 1946 when the famous Zhdanov
rep.o rt before the Union of Soviet Writers
pilloried some of the country's best authors
and insisted that the only fun ction of literature was to further the ideals of the
state through "socialist realism."
What
has followed and this collection represents the best of the worst - is a succession
of Komsomol heroes and heroines variously
obsessed with trac'tor-love, meeting construction deadlines, and over-fulfilling state
production quotas. It is like a steady diet
of soap opera.

"How would you like to go to Alaska?"
With these words began Tay, Lowell, Jr.,
and •two-and-a-half year old daughter Anne
Fortunately, the early stories more than
Thomas' adventure to the 49th state in
justify the publication of the book. Z amyatheir single-engined Cessna., Charlie. The
tin's "The Cave" makes such recent specupurpose of the trip was to film part of
lative fiction as On the Beach read like a
the TV series, "High Adventure." In a
children's bedtime tale. Pas'ternak's "Aerial
diary-like account Mrs. Thomas describes
Tracks" is a breathtaking tour de force,
the physiography and climate of the state
important far beyond its flimsy plot line.
from south to north, as well as the difficulThe collection's best story, "Love," is a
ties, the hazards, and the joys involved in
surrealistic examination of the emotional in.fi-lming the picture. The family's encoun- .
voliment between a young man and woters with friendly, hard-working and amman
All the pre-1946 representatives are
bitious fanners, gold prospectors, and hotel
supe 'or to most of the "free-world" ficproprietors reveal many interesting insights
tion being turned out today.
into Alaskan life, but throughout the book
The Indictment is a different kind of redaughter Anne dominates the scene.
sult of Communism, and it is a dreary, disIf you are planning a jaunt to Alaska,
especially in your private plane, read this mal excuse for liternture. The hero, George
Bod, is accused of crimes "against the
book before completing your itinerary.
state," imprisoned, and finally convicted.
It is commendable .that during his pre-trial
incarceration he comes to an acceptance of
Christianity, but his victory seems empty.
SOVIET SHORT STORIES
By the book's end he has gained none of the
Edited by Avrahm Yannolinsky (Doubledignity that makes a man worth writing
day-Anchor, $1.45)
about, and •the book fails in its obvious intention to make Christianity a better choice
THE INDICTMENT
than Communism. Is there any doubt of
( Augsburg Press, $2.00)
that in the first place? Besides, the story
is self-consciously written and amateurishly
T.hese two books the firs•t a collec-
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constructed; the excuse that it is an unedited manuscript smuggled from behin<i
the Iron Curtain hardly seems reasonable
or sufficient.
A point has to be made hore, and it
has to be made hard. In the defense of
one id~ology against another, both sides
are inclined to oversell. It .is too often the
case tha:t our own defense of freedom "under God," as we are wont to say in this
country - leads us into blunders of taste.
Isn't the cause we support far too vital
to be cheapened by inept good intentions?
One need only compare The Indictme·nt
with a book like Darkness at Noon in order
to see how bad the bad really is when it
is set beside the good.
It is easy enough to see how the Soviets
oversell.
Olga Dyakova's story, "Dinner
Gues.ts," is a better indictment of •the communist system than all the anti-communist
propaganda tracts ever published. And if
the product isn't bad enough, conside·r how
th e product was arrived at.
The best
was purged to leave the wurst. The Pasternak matter is old hat now, but Zamyatin went into voluntary exile, Babel was arrested in 1939 and has never agair been
heard of, Zoshchenko is forbidde n to write,
scores of other authors are prisoners without voices in their own land.
Tyranny, after all, is its own worst enemy. One of the dangers of tryanny while
it is still flourishing is that it may breed the
tyrannical point of view in its opponents.
The artist whose only concern is political
is one of the most terrifying symptoms of
such a danger; one hopes that Western
wri·ters may never be persuaded to · such
an outlook.
RoBLEY WILSON,

]R.

DRAGON'S WINE

By Borde·n Deal (Scribner's, $3 .95)
Love for the land, in moderation, can
be a wholesome emotion, but Homer
Greaves was not a moderate ma.n. Homer,
a giant of a man, was brought to Duncan's
Bottom, a great, feudal estate in the South,
. along with his cousin, Bud, when both
were boys. Trained by the old Squire to
run the land and properties, the boys expected to inherit •the estate when the old,
unmarried Squire died.
They are shocked when the •S quire marries a young girl and she produces a son
and. heir. Worried about their future and
prodded by their lust for land, Homer and
his wife, Kate, stop at nothing, including
murder, to gain possession of the estate.
In their drive for power and for the ownership of land, both become changed in personality and character. A number of minor
characters, including a semi-mystic, Sey-
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mour Prater, who urges Homer on to meet
his destiny, are well realized.
But the story belongs to Homer and
Kate and it is a powerful novel of character
development or disintegration.
Woven
through the narrative is a strain of symbolism connected with Homer's affection for
a huge, white sow named Queenie. Apparently intended to be similar to the Captain Ahab-Mobey Dick relationship, the
symbolism ·i n the case of Homer and
Queenie is never ·quite dear. But fortunately, this lack of clarity does not interfere with the enjoyment of the novel.
THE PASS BEYOND KASHMIR

By Berkely Mather (Scribner's, $3.95)
Idwall Rees is an Englishman living in
Bombay who works as a private investigator.
H e is hired by ·the representative of a big·
money syndicate to recover some important
geological charts which had bee n hidden,
somewhere along the border of Kashmir
and Tibet, by a British officer just before
he di ed in World War II. Another powerful group is d etermined to keep Rees from
getting anywhere near the cache.
The
rest of the story will be familiar to readers
of adventure stories.
But this one is superior to the normal run
of suspense novels. It is the second novel
by Be.rkely Mather, the first having been
The Achilles Affair, which was laid in
Yugoslavia.
What' makes both of these
novels better is not only the author's ability
to organize and develop his story more
logically, but primarily his understanding
of the land, the peoples, and the customs
in those countries in this case, India,
Pakistan, and Kashmir - about which he
is writing.
MAD SHADOWS (La Belle Bete)

By Marie-Claire Blais. Translated from
the French by Merloyd Lawrence (Little,
Brown, $3.50)
This is a tragic story of a family, each
member vividly portrayed in this morbidly
fascinating book. One is first impressed
with tbe dust jacket which, against a background of blue and a suggestion of a face
on the front cover, seems to be dripping
with blood.
The general set-up of the
book is intriguing also with a design
throughout which is probably symbolic, and
each of the four parts starting with one
word centered on each line for the first
five lines, e.g.,
The
train
was
leaving
town.
There are three main characters in the
story; each one is so self-centered that even

the contact with the other members of the
family is a'ltogether selfish and cruel. The
reader may feel sorry for the "beautiful
beast" as he was a victim of his own unfortuna:te beauty, which may have been enhanced by his blank mind. "He was destined to know nothing but his own beauty.
This he discovered."
Isabelle-Marie, Patrice's sister, was exceedingly ugly, and
very jealous of her brother's beauty. This
ugliness seemed to be a cancerous thing
which consu~ed her soul as well as her
body. Louise, the mother, "was still a frivolous doll, empty and excessively concerned
with her slender · body.
Patrice's beauty
was to her but a reflection of her own."
The book was written by a twenty-year
old girl who lives in Quebec's Latin Quarter. Probably only one so young could
write something so entirely b'lack without
gray tones. However, the book, although
depressing, is one that would encourage
re-reading and discussion as to its psychological aspects.
HELEN

M.

OLSON

GOOD BYE, AVA

(At! an tic-Little,
By
Richard
Bissell
Brown, $3.95)
Life was serene on the two houseboats
tied up at Blue Rock , Iowa, a small Mississippi town near Dubuque. Frank Blanchard, the occupant of one of the houseboats,
is the narrator. A young man with a
flourishing business, Frank prefers the casual life of the river and eavesdropping on
his neighbors, the Valentines, who live in
a two-story •boat. The Valentines enjoy
life, Jeri by playing her guitar and composing songs, and Clyde by taking it easy when
not forced into his u5ual work of truck driving.
This serenity is shattered by Rip
Ryan, the wealthiest and most powerful man
in town, who has persuaded a fertilizer
company ·to build a plant in the harbor,
which means the houseboats must go.
Rip has been accustomed to getting what
he wants, but then he has never before dealt
with anyone so imaginative and beHigerent
as Clyde, who is a fana:tic on his personal
rights. How Clyde gets the better of Rip
is the core of this story which is sometimes
hilarious, occasionally bawdy, and frequently funny.
Bissell a river man himself, knows the
river a~d its people as few writers do.
Usually he is one of the funniest and most
satirica1 novelists around, but this time he
seems to have put less effort into his work
and the result is unevenness.
It is not
likdy he will get the mileage from this
novel that he did from 7lhCents, which he
converted int.o a play and then wrote a
successful novel, Say Darling, about a novelist who converts a novel into a play.
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A Minority Report
Election Post-Mortem
-------------- B y

V I C T 0 R

F

THE KEN EDY-JOHNSON ticket has won but not
by a landslide, perhaps not even a victory in the
popular vote when the returns are all in.
No Democrat was able to breathe easily until noon
on the day after this election. Watching the shifting
around of votes and the narrowing margin of Kennedy
and Johnson taxed the strongest heart and sent this
columnist to the kitchen throughout the night for repeate.d cups of hot, black coffee. With grateful relief
and thanks, many Democrats watched Minnesota turn
the tide to Kennedy. In that parade of key states were
New York, Pennsylvania, South Carolina, Texas, Illinois, Michigan, Pennsylvania, and California.
The margin was so narrow in some of these states
that the delayed counting of absentee ballots could
make for some changes and reversals.
This Democratic presidential slate came in with a
Democratic Congress and a Democratic Senate. Enough
Democratic governors were elected to make this look
like a Democratic year in spite of "the Kennedy squeak."
Only the glib and smug observers will suggest that
JFK and LBJ "now have things their own way in
Washington." For various reasons, this is not true.
In the first place, the narrow margin by which they
won is not "a clear, articulate, and eloquent mandate
from the people." The people have spoken, but what
have they said? Search me. I do not know.
In the second place, once this bloc of Democratic
Congressmen and Senators arrive in Washington, they
play the games of their constituents and their interests.
They will pay less and less attention as the four years
unwind to the new president and vice-president. The
erstwhile senators from Massachusetts and Texas have
just been expelled from the Club. Perhaps they dare
not expect too many senatorial courtesies from here on
out.
In the third place, continued "shotgun marriages"
between conservative Republicans and Southern Dixiecrats may be expected in spite of all the talk about
Kennedy's first one hundred "honeymoon days."
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In the fourth place, if the Eisenhower administration
has implemented any policy at all during the past eight
years, the Eisenhower people must have written at least
some of these policies deeply and widely into the American political system. How can JFK, even though dynamic and energetic, re-arrange what has been written
deeply, unless it has not been written deeply? In the
face of all his promises to get things done, JFK will
not achieve all the things he has promised.
Nevertheless, as "the boys say on the main drag,"
young Kennedy has some things going for him. As the
campaign unrolled, it rolled out, to the consternation
of a lot of people, a president-elect with strong personal
attributes: energy, stamina, restraint, control in crisis
situations, youthful maturity, persistence, a stubborn
sense of organization, intelligence, and even an unexpected wisdom on occasion. At this date, not even
the most Republican Republican can deny the role of
Kennedy's personality appeal.
LBJ, formerly majority leader in the Senate, will now
return as the five-star rna jority leader. He will not
forget that he is the real rna jority leader while he is
presiding. Johnson may more easily take care of the
life-line from the White House to the Senate.
In addition, if young Kennedy can grab hold at once,
tell all of us what he means by "The New Frontier,"
and "hits us all where we live" with his idealism, he
may well gather us all up to his "Frontier" and our
spirits with him.
Perhaps he can force the discussion of issues which
Nixon and Kennedy did not really discuss. At times,
their great political conversations, on TV and otherwise,
degenerated into a discussion of irrelevancies. \1\Te could
have done without most of the discussion on "the two
rock-islands" and Cuba. It contributed little to our
understanding of foreign policy and led nowhere.
BUT, sometimes, presidential candidates are forced
into the arena of mental and verbal gymnastics because
so many of the people insist on side-shows!
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Sights and Sound s

Can We Face The Truth?
--------------------------------·---------------------------------8 y

AN THE American public face the truth?

As citi-

C zens of a land which is caught up in a revolutionary
period in world history are we willing to hear bald facts
about the tremendo us moral, political, and sociological
issues of our time?

Irving Gatlin, who on July 1 became Executive Producer, Creative Projects, NBC, declares unhesitatingly
that the public ran face the truth - even when the
truth is hard and unpalatable. He says that not only
TV but every medium of communication "must face up
to the realities of our time and call a spade a spade."
Experience gained in his new position and as Director
of Public Affairs, CBS, has convinced Mr. Gatlin that
"never before in our history has there been so much
confusion and such great concern on the part of the
public" about the critical issues that must be resolved
if the peoples of the earth are to avoid the cataclysm of
. another world war.
In keeping with his convictions, Mr. Gatlin has prepared a number of programs designed to acquaint viewers with situations of paramount importance. The first
of these, an hour-long debate titled The Nation's Future)
was presented on November 12. Leading figures from
many fields - political, educational, and cultural have been asked to debate issues of our day before live
audiences.
Another series, to be called NBC White Paper) explores controversial topics and events. The first in
this series, telecast on November 29, presented a searching study of the manner in which our government
handled the famous U-2 incident.
Still another program of importance to our citizens
- seen during Thanksgiving week - examined the
shocking plight of migrant farm workers in America.
The events of recent weeks have demonstrated with
telling forcefulness the part TV can play in bringing
current events to the attention of the public. Vast
audiences, estimated in the millions, tuned in to hear
the Kennedy-Nixon exchanges of ideas. And millions
watched with shock and disgust as Nikita Khrushcheff
pounded the conference table at the UN with his fists
and, on one occasion, with his shoe. From the time
of his arrival on the Baltika through his appearances
on the balcony of the Soviet Embassy and on Open End
to the hour of his departure on a Soviet jet plane Mr.
Khrushcheff was in the public eye and, on many occasions, on TV. Surely this gave the public and TV
viewers on unprecedented opportunity to appraise the
all-powerful head of a mighty nation. I should say
that each of the telecasts from the United Nations AsDECEMBER)
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sembly was of great interest, and was fraught with special significance.
On October 24 the UN fittingly celebrated the fifteenth anniversary of its organization with a truly magnificent performance of L udwig van Beethoven's Symphony No . 9. The performance had an international
flavor, since many nationalities were represented. Dag
Hammerskjold, the courageo us Secretary-General of
the UN, made a moving plea for a worldwide realization of the ideal brotherhood expressed in Friedrich
Schiller's Ode to ]0)' ·
Has TV had a significant impact on politics? A
survey made by TV Guide indicates that it has. A poll
of prominent political figures shows that all agree that
TV has not only assumed a most important role, but
"that it may actually be changing the nature of politics."
With mixed feelings they confess that "politicians report
it's their best friend - but can be dangerous."
In recent years probing into the heart and mind
has become a popular pastime. We all know amateur
psychologists who not on ly can tell you exactly why their
neighbors behave as they do, b u t also speak glibly about
repressions and motiva tions. The Dark at the Top of
the Stairs (Warners, Delbert Mann), adapted from the
play by Will iam Inge, explores the circumstances th at
threaten to destroy a marriage and a family. Al though
The Dark at the Top of the Stairs is not a profound
st udy, it is warmly h uman and does embody some
shrewd observations of human behavior. The earlytwentieth-century settings are excellen t, and the acting
is consistently good. Jud icious restra int should have
been used in the opening and closing scenes.
Song Without End (Colu mbia, Charles Vidor) confines its story to two episodes in the stormy life of
Franz Liszt. The narrative is not importan t. Here
the emphasis is on magnificent music, presented with
superb artistry by Jorge Bolet, pianist, and the Los
Angeles Philharmonic Orches tra and the Roger Wagner
.Chorale. Pictorially this film is outstanding, since it
takes us on a tour of famous E uropean opera houses
and concert halls. The elaborate costumes of the period
are captured in glowing Eastman Color.
jungle Cat (Buena Vista) brings another absorb ing
chapter in Walt Disney's True Life Adventure Series.
A companion piece, The Hound That Thought it Was
a Racoon) adds a touch of humor to an engrossing program.
High Time (20th Century-Fox) and Under Ten Flags
(Paramount) present two old favorites - Bing Crosby
and Charles Laughton - in mildly diverting entertainment.
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Pilgrim
"All the trumpets sounded for him on the other side"
-PILGRIM's PROGRESS

----------------------------'8 y
Dear Son:
Last night the first snow flake came, and this morning,
as you trudged off to school, the world was white with
t~e grief of winter . . . When I look through our big
wmdows toward the east, I am almost blinded by the
sun on the white snow ... Perhaps this afternoon as the
sun goes down, we can take a walk past the cemetery to
see the living evergreens among the tombstones over the
dead . . . a strange contrast, but no more strange than
the contrasts of the night over Bethlehem two thousand
years ago ...
I wonder whether you have already seen these contrasts? ... Angels and shepherds ... virgin and Child
... wise men and a carpenter .. . sheep and the heavenly
host ... It was really a topsy-turvy night ... And the
ultimate mystery of it lies in two basic nouns which are
very strange when they are put together: God in a
Stable .. .
Perhaps you will remember on Christmas Eve that
the word "stable" is not used in the story . . . only
the word "manger" . . . like most Judean stables this
was a cave in the. rocky hillside, safe from the prowlers
of the night . . . The Baby was ·literally born under
"the floor of the world ... as lowly and humbly as anyone in all these thousands of years of birth and life and
death and history ... certainly lowlier than any one of
us who are now celebrating His birth . . . If anybody
was ever born on the wrong side of the tracks, it was
Jesus of Nazareth . . .
One of our troubles has been that we have romanticized and sentimentalized the stable and the manger
. .. We see them through the warm glow of our comfortable homes, our candles and our well-fed bodies
. . . Perhaps we have never quite dared to face up to
the fact that a stable is no easy place to have a baby ...
and a manger is no good place for a child to begin life
. . . It was cold, ugly, dirty, and mean in Bethlehem
that night ... far, far away, as far as you can get, from
the golden streets, the pearly gates and the chanting of
cherubim and seraphim . . . all the things that make
heaven Heaven . . .
Why do you think that God wanted the Baby to be
born in a stable? ... Why not at least in Nazareth or
the Inn or a house? . . . I am sure that in your years
of life you have already learned the answer: In order
to do what He came to do He had to come under the
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the worst and the lowliest ... He had to be born like
an outcast or an outlaw in order to show once and for
all that before God there are no outcasts and no outlaws ... There are sinners, but they can become saints
. . . There are bad people, but they can become good
. . . There are poor people who can become rich . . .
There are shepherds who can talk to the princes ot
heaven ... and all this can happen and has happened
beca use He went lower than anybody else in the history
of the world ... so low and so lowly that no one need
ever to be afraid of the manger and the Baby in it ...
Perhaps you will remember that a few years ago I told
you about this and asked what you can do about a
Baby drawing its first breath in a stable .. . Certainly
you cannot hate it or despise it ... Do you want to run
away from it? . . . No - A true Christian will never
allow you to forget that you really can do nothing to
~ baby but love it ... and the Baby, above all this one,
always knows if you really do, and He will know it
again this Christmas as He has for nineteen hundred
years . . .
And all this is because He is God in the stable .. .
How easily I write those words, and how calmly you
may read them ... God in the stable ... Do we really
know this at Christmastime? . . . with the knowledge
of love and wisdom and faith and worship . .. Who
was the Baby? ... We say it regularly in chu;ch, "God
of God, Light of light, very God of very God, begotten
not made." . . . If you had come to the stable under
the world that midnight with seeing eyes, you would
have to repeat some words written a thousand years
before the Baby was born: "Of old hast Thou laid the
foundations of the earth; and the heavens are the work
of Thy hands. They shall perish, but Thou shalt endure. Yea, all of them shall wax old like a garment; as
a vesture shalt Thou change them and they shall be
changed; but Thou art the same and Thy years shall
have no end." . . . The Child of Bethlehem and the
Lord of the outstretched universe will live forever . . .
At Christmas midnight the clock of the universe holds
its hands upright in worship and adoration, for the
valleys of time are exalted and the mountains and hills
are made low . . . and the . rough places plain . . . because God was in the stable and loved us, the proud
and disobedient children of Paradise Lost, with a holy,
consuming, and everlasting love ...

THE CRESSET

